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THE SCEPTIC. 



Wbck the TOnng Eagle, with exulting eye, 
Hmm learned to dare the ipletidour of the sky, 
And leave the Alps beneath him in tiis course, 
To bathe his crest in morn's empyreal soorce, 
Will his free wing, from that majestic height. 
Descend to follow some wild meteor's light. 
Which far below, with evanescent 6re, 
Shines to delude, and dazzles to expire? 

No ! still through clouds he wins his upward way, 
And proudly claims his heritage of day ! 
— And shall the spirit on whose ardent gaze 
The day-spring from on high hath pour'd its blaze, 
Turn from that pure cITutgence to the beam 
Of earth-born light that sheds a treacherous gleam, 
Luring the wanderer from a star of faith. 
To the deep valley of the shades of death? 
What bright exchange, what treasure shall be given. 
For the hiifh birth-right of its hope in Heaven? 
If lost the gem which empires could not buy. 
What yet remains? — a dark eternity! 

Is earth still Eden ! — might a seraph guest, 
Still, 'midst its chosen bowers, delighted rest I 
h all so cloudless and so calm below, 
We seek no fairer scenes than life can show ? 



8 THE SCEPTIC. • 

That the cold Sceptic, in his pride elate, 
Rejects the promise of a brighter state. 
And leaves the rock, no tempest shall displace. 
To rear bis dwelling oq the quicksand's base 7 

Votarj of doubt ! then join the festal throng. 
Bask in the sunbeam, listen to the mng. 
Spread the rich board, and fill the wine-cup high. 
And bind the wreath ere yet the roses die! 
'Tis well, thine eye is yet undimm'd by time, 
And thy heart bounds, exulting in its prime ; 
SmBe then unmoved at Wisdom's warning voice. 
And, in the glory of thy strength, rejoice I 



But life has sterner tasks; e'en youth's brief houn 
Survive the beauty of their loveliest flowers ; 
The founts of joy, where pilgrims rest from toil. 




THE SCEPTIC. 9 

Will she speak comfort ? — Thou hast shorn her plume, 
That mi^rht have raised thee far above the tomb, 
And hush'd the only voice whose angel tone 
Soothes when all melodies of joy are flown I 

Tor die was bom beyond the stars to soar. 
And kindling at the source of life, above ; 
Thou couldst not, mortal I rivet to the earth 
Her eye, whose beam is of celestial birth ; 
She dwells with those who leave her pinion free. 
And sheds die dews of heav'n on all but thee. 

Tet few there are, so lonely, so bereft. 
But some true heart, that beats to theirs is left. 
And, haply, one whose strong aflection's power 
Unchanged may triumph through misfortune's hour. 
Still with fond care supports thy l^pguid head. 
And keeps imwearied vigils by thy bed. 

But thou! whose thoughts have no blest home 
above, 
Captive of earth ! and canst thou dare to love f 
To nurse such feelings as delight to rest. 
Within that hallow'd shrine — a parent's breast, 
To fix each hope, concentrate every tie. 
On one frail idol, — destined but to die. 
Yet noock the faith that points to worlds of light. 
Where sever'd souls, made perfect, reunite? 
Then tremble! cling to every passing joy. 
Twined with the life a moment may destroy I 
If there be sorrow in a parting tear. 
Still let **/or ever" vibrate on thine ear! 
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If some bright hour on rapture's wing hath flown. 
Fiad more than anguish in the thought — 'tis g(»>e1 
Go ! to a voice such magic influence give. 
Thou crtnat not lose its melody, and live; 
And make an eje the lode-star of thy soul, 
And let a glance the springs of thought control; 
Gaze on a mortal form with fond delight. 
Tin the fair vision mingles with thy sight; 
There seek thy blessings, there repose thy trust) 
Lean on the willow, idolize the dust I 
Then, when thy treasure best repays thy care, 
Think on that dread "Jot ever" — and despair! 

And oh I no strange, unwonted storm there needs. 
To wreck at once thy fragile ark of reeds. 
Watch well its course — explore with anxious eye 
Each little cloud that floats along the &kv- 
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Ami ymUtj hope flie tree of life to fiod 
Booted Id audi that flit before tiie windf 
h not tlait earth fliy spirit loved oo well. 
It wMh'd not in a brighter tphare to dweDf 
Become a deiert now, a Teil of giooiii, 
(Kerdiadow'd wifli the nudnight of the tombf 
Where ihait thoo turnT — it ii not thine to rake 
To yoD pore heaven thy cahn ooo&fing gaae. 
lib i^eam reflected from that reabn of reit 
Steak on the darkneai of thy tnmbled breait. 
Rot lor thine eye diall fiiith divinely ihed 
Her glory roond the image of the dead; 
And if, when dnmber't lonely couch ii prest. 
The farm departed be thy qiirift gueit. 
It bears no light from purer worlds to this; 
The future lends not e'en a dream of bliss. 

But who shall dare the Gate of Life to close. 
Or sav, thus far the stream of mercy flows T 
That fount ua^eaPd* whose boundless waves embrace 
Each dbtant isle, and visit every race, 
Pours from the Throne of God its current free. 
Nor yet denies th' immortal draught to thee. 
Oh! while the doom impends, nor yet decreed, 
While yet th' Atoner hath not ceased to plead. 
While still, suspended by a ringle hair, 
The sharp bright sword hangs quivering in the air. 
Bow down thy heart to Him, who will not break 
The bruised reed; e'en yet, awake, awake! 
Patient, because Eternal, (1) He may hear 
Thy prayer of agony with pitying ear, 
And send his chastening spirit from above. 
O'er the deep chaos of thy soul to move. 



12 THE SCEPTIC. 

But seek thou mercy through his Dame alone, 
To whose unequall'd sorrows none was shown. 
Through Him, who here in mortal garb abodCt 
As man to suffer, and to heal as God I 
And, born the sons of utmost time to bless. 
Endured all scorn, and aided all distress. 

Call thou on Him — for He, in human form. 
Hath walk'd the waves of Life, and still'd the storm; 
He, when her hour of lingering grace was past. 
O'er Salem wept, relenting to the last. 
Wept with such tears as Judah's monarch pour'd 
O'er his lost child, ungrateful, yet deplored; 
And, offering guiltless blood that guilt might hve, 
Taught from hia Cross the lesson — to forgive 1 



Call thou on Him — his prayer e'en then arose. 




THE SCBPTIC 18 

Thus, when the captive soul hath long remain'd 
In its own dread abjw of darkness chain'd. 
If the Deliverer, in his might at last. 
Its fetters, born of earth, to earth should cast, 
The beam of truth o'erpowers its dazzled nght. 
Trembling it sinks, and finds no joy in light. 
But this will pass away — that spark of mind, 
Within thy frame unquenchably enshrined, 
Ktall live to triumph in its brightening ray. 
Bom to be foster'd with ethere.il day. 
Then wilt thou bless the hour, when o'er thee pasa'd. 
On wing of flame, the purifying blast. 
And sorrow's voice, through paths before untrod. 
Like Sinai's trumpet, call'd thee to thy God I 

But hopest thou, in thy panoply of pride. 
Heaven's messenger, affliction, to deride? 
In Ihine own strength unaided to defy. 
With Stoic smile, the arrows of the sky ? 
Tom by the vulture, fctlcr'd to the rock. 
Still, Demigod! the tempest wilt thou mock? 
Alas! the tower that crests the mountain's brow 
A thousand years may awe the vale below. 
Yet not the less be shatter'd on its height, 
By one dread moment of the earthquake's might! 
A tliousand pangs thy bosom may have borne. 
In silent fortitude, or haughty scorn, 
Till comes the one, the master-anguish, sent 
To break the mighty heart that ne'er was bent. 

Oh ! what is nature's strength ? the vacant eye. 
By mind deserted, hath a dread reply ! 
Vol. 111. 2 
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The wild delirious laughter of despair. 
The mirth of frenzy — seek an answer there! 
Turn not away, though pity's cheek grow pale. 
Close not thine ear against their awful tale. 
They tell thee, reason, wandering from the ray 
Of Faith, the blazing pillar of her way, 
In the mid-darkness of the stormy wave, 
Forsook the struggling soul she could not save I 
Weep not, sad moralist I o'er desert plains, 
Streiv'd with the wrecks of grandeur — mouldering 

fanes. 
Arches of triumph, long with weeds o'ei^rown. 
And regal cities, now the serpent's own; 
Earth has more awful ruins — one lost mind, 
Whose star is quench'd, hath lessons for mankind, 
or deeper import than each prostrate dome, 





THB 8CGPTIC. 16 

Spirit dethroned! and cbeck'd in mid career. 
Son of the morning! exiled from thy sphere, 
Tell OS thy tale! — Perchance thy race was run 
With science, in the chariot of the sun; 
Free as the winds the paths of space to sweep, 
Traverse the untrodden kingdoms of the deep, 
And search the laws that Nature's springs control. 
There tracing all — save Him who guides the whole. 

Haply thine eye its ardent glance had cast 
Through the dim shades, the portals of the past ; 
fiy the bright lamp of thought thy care had fed 
From the far beacon-lights of ages fled. 
The depth of time exploring to retrace 
The glorious march of manv a vanishM race. 

Or did thy power pervade the living lyre, 
Till its deep chords became instinct with tire, 
Siknced all meaner notes, and sweil'd on high. 
Full and alone, their mighty harmony. 
While woke ench passion from its cell profound, 
And nations started at th' electric sound T 

Lord of th' Ascendant ! wh.it avails it now, 
Though bright the laurels waved upon thy brow? 
What, though thy name, through distant empires heard. 
Bade the heart bound as doth a battle-word? 
Was it for this thy still unwearied eye 
Kept vigil with the watch-fires of the sky. 
To make the secrets of all ages thine. 
And commune with majestic thoiighls that shine 
O'er Time's long shadowy pathway^ — hath thy mind 
Sevcr'd its loue dominions from mankind, 
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For (Am to woo their homage? — Thou hast aougbt 
All, save the wisdom with salvation fraught, 
Won every wreath^but that which will not die, 
Nor aught neglected — save eternity! 

And did all fail thee, in the hour of wrath, 
When burst th' o'crwhelming vials on thy patht 
Could not the voice of Fame inspire thee then, 
spirit! scepter'd by the sons of men. 
With an Immortal's courage to sustain 
The transient agonies of earthly pain ? 

— One, one there was, all-powerful to have saved, 
When the loud fury of the billow raved; 
But him thou knew'st not — and the light he lent 
Hath vanish'd from its ruin'd tenement, 
But left thee breathing, moving, lingering yet. 
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Ikfore whose eves the creatures of Thy hand, 
^raph and naan, alike in weakness stand, 
And countless ages, trampling into clay 
Earth's empires on their march, are but a day; 
Father of worlds uuknown, unnumber'd — Thou, 
With whom all time is one eternal noto, 
Who know'st no past, nor future — Thou whose breath 
Goes forth, and bears to myriads, life or death! 
LcM>k on us, guide us! — wanderers of a sea 
Wild and obscure, what are we, reft of Thee I 
A thousand rocks, deep-hid, elude our sight, 
A star may set — and we are lost in night; 
A breeze may waft us to the whirlpool's brink, 
A treach'rous song allure us — and we sink! 

(Ml! by Hit love, who, veiling Godhead's light. 
To nnoments circumscribed the Infinite, 
And Heaven and Earth disdain'd not to ally 
By that dread union — Man with Deity; 
Immortal tears o'er mortal woes who shed, 
And, ere he raised them, wept above the dead; 
Save, or we perish! — let Thy word control 
The earthquakes of that universe — the soul ; 
Pervade the depths of passion — speak once more 
The mighty nriandate, guard of every shore, 
•• Here shall thy waves be stay*d" — in grief, in pain, 
The fearful poise of reason's sphere maintain, 
Thou, by whom suns are balanced! — thus secure 
In Thee shall Faith and Fortitude endure; 
Conscious of Thee, unfaltering shall the just 
Look upward still, in high and holy trust, 
And, by affliction guided to Thy shrine, 
The first, last thought of suffering hearts be Thine* 
2* 
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And oh ! be near, when clothed with ■ 
power, 
The King of Terrors claioia his own dread boar: 
When on the edge of that tinlcnowTi abTss, 
Which darkly parts us from the realm of blin, 
Awe-slnick alike the timid and the brave, 
Alike subdued the monarch and the slave. 
Must drink the cup of trembling (4) — when we see 
Naught in the universe but Death and Thee, 
Forsake us not; — if still, when life was young. 
Faith to Thy bosom, as her home, hath sprung. 
If Hope's retreat hath been, through all the past. 
The shadow by the Rock of Ages cast, 
Father, forsake us not! — when tortures urge 
The shrinking soul to that mysterious verge. 
When from Thy justice to Thy love we fly. 
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Am, widimaj'd amidit flie tean of aB» 
Be lyds hk mutle, rcgaUy to fidll 

H1MI19 iand eDlhiiaasftl — Mi, dbiciire and loM, 
Tet not lea terrible because unknown, 
b the last hour of thousands — they retire 
From life'e thronged path, unnoticed to expire; 
Am the light leaf, whoia fall to ruin bears 
Some trembling insects little world of cares, 
Diescands in silence — while around waves on 
The mighty Ibrest, reckless what is gone I 
Bocli is man's donn — and, ere an hour be flown, 
—Start not, thou trifler I — such may be thine own. 



Bkt, as life's current in its ebb draws near 
Hi. skidowy gulf, there wakes a thought of fear, 
A'*Mffing thought, wUch haply mock*d befim. 
We ftft would stifle — but it sleeps no more I 
There are who fly its murmurs 'midst the throng. 
That join the masque of revelry and song ; 
Tet still Death's image, by its power restored, 
Frowns 'midst the roses of the festal board, 
And when deep shades o*er earth and ocean brood. 
And the heart owns the might of solitude. 
Is its low whisper heard? — a note profound. 
But wild and startling as the trumpet sound. 
That bursts, with sudden blast, the dead repose 
Of some proud city, storm'd by midnight foes I 

Oh! vainly Reason's scornful voice would prove 
That life hath nought to claim such lingering love. 
And ask if e'er the captive, half unchain'd, 
Qnsg to the links which yet his step restrain'dt 
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In vain Philosophy, with tranquil pride, 

Would mock ihe feelings she perchance can bide. 

Call up the countless armies of the dead, 

Point to the pathway beaten by their tread. 

And say — "What wouldst thou 7 Shall the fix'd 

decree, 
Made for creation, he reversed for thee ? " 

— Poor, feeble aid ! — proud Stoic ! ask not why. 
It is enough, that nature shrinks to die ! 
Enough, that horror, which thy words upbraid, 
Is her dread penalty, and must be paid! 

— Search thy deep wisdom, solve the scarce defined 
And mystic (pieslions of the parting mind. 

Half check'd, half utter'd— tell her, what shall burst, 

In whelming grandeur, on her vision first. 

When freed from mortal films! — what viewless world 





Ab eqaal to dM Bortol conflict riH t 
Wbo^ «■ tba nrift pale hone, wbon Mgh M ng put, 
Wben'er w fly. itill wim the drcadfiil me»t 
The WBhfy raiar coom— O wbmeu riiaU ait 
Be dnm, to naet Ui rwUng, ■BdaBi^'dt • 
—WbeHMb but firaa tbae, Menahk-thou beet dnVa 
The bttlar cap, tiQ Dot dw dnego reoMfai'di 
To tfaee the itng^ and the pong wen kwnnh 
Us njrik bemr. — all bacame tUne owal 

Bat did no hand edeitial mcooor brhg, 
Till tcom aod anguish haply Itmt their stiiigT 
Caaw not th' Archangel, in the final hour. 
To arm thee with invulnerable power 1 
No, San of God ! upon thy ncred bead 
The ahafta of wrath their tenfold fury died. 
From man averted — and thy path on b^ 
Paai'd through the strait of fierceat agony ; 
For thus th* Eternal, with propitious eyei^ 
Received the last, th' ahnighty aacrificel 

But wake ! he glad, ye nations I frcm the tomb 
Is won the vict'ry, and ia fled the gloom I 
Tbe vale of death in c<»quest hath been trod. 
Break forth in joy, ye ranaom'd ! saith your God I 
Swell ye die raptures of the song afar. 
And hail with harps your bright and Homii^ Star. 

He rose I the everlasting gates of day 
Received tbe King of Glory on bis way I 
Tbe hope, tbe comforter of those who wept. 
And the fint-froils of them, in Him that dept. 
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He nwe, be triumpb'dl be will jret mstain 
Frail nature nnking in the strife of pain. 
Aided by Him, aroand the martyr's frame 
When fiercely blazed a living sbroad (^ flame, 
Hath the firm soul exulted, and the voice 
Raised the victorious hymo, and cried. Rejoice) 
Aided by Him, though none the bed attend. 
Where the lone sufferer dies without a friend, 
He whom tbe busy world shall miss no more 
Than room one dewdrop from her countless store. 
Earth's most neglected child, with trusting heartt 
Call'd to tbe hope of glory, shall depart ! 

And say, cold Sophist! if by thee bereft 
Of that high hope, to misery what were leftt 
But for the vision of the days to be. 
But for the comforter, despbed by thee, 

t look. 





IVn Midi'd fivwi mrth witk all O^ Inwhii^ i 

Willi aB a m6imH 11 1 imji <n % lad. 

O Bigbafk lowwl ««t gBtber^d to tba dMdt ^^ 

Bu Umi AM toMdi m IIm* to ffrary hwr^ > 

lUM k% iMOB dM« %nU- ^vt I 

WhM ieddM hope Om^ ■!! % pu^ lAkb 



TcMB'd Witt T*to laagii«— riffl ti^ patkat «gra^ 
Tb ito hit l^t. Wu'd holr caMtoncyl 
Tm fttai s M fa cloodleH waaJhiue emat, 
Amidrt tbow agoniet — thj first and last, 
Tbj pale lip, quivering with conTolsive throea, 
Breathed oot a plaint — and settled in repose; 
While bow'd tfaj royal head to Mlm, wboae power 
Spoke in the fiat of that midnight hour. 
Who froiD the brightest vision of a throne, 
Love, glory, empire, cUim'd thee for his own. 
And spread socb terror o'er the sea-girt coast, 
Am Masted brael, when her Ark was lostl - 

"It is the will (rf* GodI"— yet, yet we hear 
The words which cloaed thy beautiful career; 
Tet diould we mourn thee in thy blest abode. 
Bat for that thought— "It is the will of GodI" 
Who shall arraign tb' EterDal's dark decree, 
If not one murmur then escaped from theeT 
Obi still, tboi^ vanishing without a trace, 
ThoD hast not left one scitm of thy race, 

'TIm PiiocM* CbuloUs. 



24 THE SCEPTIC. 

Still may thy memory bloom our vales among. 

Hallowed by freedom, and enshrined in song! 

Still may thy pure, majestic spirit dwell. 

Bright on the isles which loved thy name so well, 

E'en as an angel, with presiding care. 

To wake and guard thine own high virtues there. 

For lo ! the hour when storm -presaging skies 
Call on the watchers of tHt land to rise. 
To set the sign of fire on every height, (6) 
And o'er the mountains rear, with patriot might) 
Prepared, if summon'd, in its cause to die, 
The banner of our faith, the Cross of victory ! 

By this hath England conquer'd — field and flood 
Have own'd her sov'reignty — alone she stood, 
When chains o'er all the scepter'd earth were thrown. 








lWyiwfiw!fc4^% 



Pn^hetk toon to Jodah^ hup cooveT'd; 

And a^ lia* KMil all glisteiiiiig in her ejet, 

She hidi the prsjer of iniaiicj ariae. 

Tell ot hii Dame, who leA his Throne oo iaf^ 

Earth's lowBeat lot to bear and nDCtifj, 

b lore dirine, hj keenest angniih tried. 

And findj nj—"Jtj child, for thee He diedl" 



Nora 1. 

ANraf, Uemut EttnUL 

■Hs is patiMt, bMaue H« is stensL" 

Qtm AvBosram 

NOTB 2. 

Flf U the City of % Stfkge, Jbft 

'■HMD Iw ihall appoint joa ciUM, to be eitie* of refiige far 

ODi thU tha lUjar maj Am tliithar whkb Idlletli anj pamo 

Vol. m. 8 
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kt nnawarefl. — And they ahtll be unto jron dtiM of icAgs lh» 
the avenger." Ndnbbu, chip. 86. 

Note S. 

And dark the cAomter* nf iu nn^ry. 

** Every [D&n in the chunben of his uoMfefTi*' 

GxmsL, chap. 8. 

NOTB 4. 

JUwf drink Oit atp q/" tremblmg. 
"llMa bait drmiken the dregi of the cap of tramhlmf, and 
wrong them out"— luuB. chap. 01. 

Note S. 

Come m tht ttiU muO met, and iMipu^-petea. 

" And behold, the Lord pafled b;, and a great and atnng wind 

rent the mountaina, and brake in pieew the rocke brieve the 

Lord ; bat the Lord waa not in the wind : and after the wind an 





A TALE 



THE SECRET TRIBUNAL. 




THE SECRET TRIBUNAL. 



Tn Secret TribiiiHJ,' whicli ettamed mch fcmt- 
U>le pnver towardi tbe doK of the fimrteeofli eeo- 
buy, m mentioiied in hwtory aa ao imfitatioo pnbUelj 
known 10 early as io tbe year 1211. Its memben, 
who were called Free Judges, were unkDown to tbe 
people, and were bonnd by a tremeudons oatbt to 
deliver op their dearest friends aod relatives, without 
ezceptioD, if they had committed aoy ofience cogat 
able by tbe tribunal. They were also under an 
obligatioti to relate aU they knew concerning the 
tSuT, to cite tbe accused, and, in case of his cmdem- 
nation, to pursue and put him to death, wherevor 
be migbt be met with. The proceedtngs of this tri- 
bnnal were carried on at night, and with the greatest 
niyatery; and though it was usual tosununoo a culprit 
three times bef<»% sentence was passed, yet persons 
oboozious to it were sometimes accused and condemned 
without any citation. After c<MidemnatioD, it was 
almost imponible ibr any one to escape the vengeance 
of tbe Free Judges, lor their commands set thousands 
of assasnos in motion, wbo had sworn not to spare the 

■ See tbe works of fisron Bock and PraTeMor Kniner. 
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life of their nearest relation, if required to sacrifice 
it, but to execute the decrees of the order with the 
most devoted obedience, even should they consider the 
object of their pursuit as the most innocent of men. 
Almost all persons of rank and fortune sought admis- 
MOD into the society; there were Free Judges even 
amongst the magistrates of the imperial cities, and 
every prince had some of their order in his council. 
When a member of this tribunal was not of himself 
strong enough to seize and put to death a criminal, 
he was not to lose sight of him until he met with a 
sufficient number of his comrades for the purpose, 
and these were obliged, upon his making certain signs, 
to lend him immediate assistance, without asking any 
questions. It was usual to hang up the person con- 
demned, with a willow branch, to the first tree; but 
if circumstances oblitred them to despatch hin 
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eDfer^oieot dans le sein da coupable ce mot terrible: 
TaiBuwAL Secret. Us pr^venoieot le condamn^, en 
faisant crier, trois fois sous les fenetrcs de sa maison, 
Malheur, Malheur, Malheur ! Alors rinfortun^ savoit 
que par-tout, dans P^tranger, dans son concitoyen, 
dans son parent m^me, il pouvoit trouver son meurtrier. 
La solitude, la foule, les villes, les campagnes, tout 
^toit rempli par la presence invisible de cette con- 
science arm^e qui poursuivoit les criminels. On 
con^oit comment cette terrible institution pouvoit £tre 
neceasaire, dans un temps ou chaque homme ^toit 
Ibrt contrc tons, au lieu que tons doivent ^tre forts 
contre chacun. II falloit que la justice surprit le 
criminel avant qu'il put s'en defendre; mais cette 
punition qui planoit dans les airs comme une ombre 
vengercsse, cette sentence mortelle qui pouvoit receler 
le sein meme d'un ami, frappoit d'une invincible 
terreur." UAllemagne, Vol. IL 



PART I. 

Night veil'd the mountains of the vine. 
And storms had roused the foaming Rhine, 
And, mingling with the pinewood's roar. 
Its billows hoarsely chafed the shore, 
While glen and cavern, to their moans. 
Gave answer with a thousand tones : 
Then, as the voice of storms appall'd 
The peasant of the Odenwald,* 



* The Odenwald, a forcst-dislrict near the Rhine, adjoining the 
territories of Darmstadt. 
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Shuddering he deem'd, that, far on h^, 
'Twaa the wild huntsman rushing by. 
Riding the blast with pbantoni speed, 
With cry of hound, and tramp of steed. 
While his fierce train, as on they flew. 
Their horns in savage chorus blew. 
Till rock, and tower, and convent round. 
Rung to the shrill unearthly sound. 

Vain dreams! far other footsteps traced 
The forest paths, in secret haste; 
Far other sounds were on the night, 
Though lost amidst the tempest's might. 
That Gll'd the echoing earth and sky, 
With its own awful harmony. 
There stood a lone and ruin'd fane. 
Far in the Odenwald's domain. 





TWm k^ Aw* MgMjMM flu dam of BnvMl 

A traMlB to «Mfe U» l»d ({TCB. 

Lag atoea li Mint bit Ae moudiv UmC 
Above tbcir yoiee l ihowe bid pan^d. 

8b dopt *■ pfMi, ud wttfa tfaoa dl 
Tbe ncal* «r tMr fiime tai &B| 
HdMt, ud dwid, ud Kdptand owt 
Adon^ tbe d«dtti« of thdr Mt, 
Aid uiUen «f Ih0 Holy Ijuid 
Were cured hf UM fcrgotten hud) 



And the crest tfanwigfa weedi might scarce be traced ) 

And the ■catter'd leavea of the Dorthein jaufi 

Half hid the pahn of Palestiiie. 

So dept the glmious — lowly laid, 

jU the peanot id his native shade ; 

Some hermit's tide, nme riiepherd's rhjmet 

All that high deeds could win from tiinel 

What ibotsteps move, with measured tread, 
Amid tboK chambers <^ the deadi 
What silent, shadowy beings glide 
Low tomb* and nMHildering shrines bevde. 
Peopling the wild and sdemn scene 
With form well suited to his mieni 
Wanderer, away I let nooe intrude 
On their mysterioos aiditiide I 
Lol these are tbcy, that awful band, 
The secret Watchers of the land. 
They that, unknown and uncontroll'di 
Their dark and dread tribunal hold. 
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They meet not in the monarch's dome. 
They meet not in the chieftain's home; 
But where, unbounded o'er their heada, 
All heaven magnificently spreads. 
And from its depths of cloudless blue 
The eternal stars their deeds may viewl 
Where'er the flowers of the mountain sod 
By roving feet are seldom trod; 
Where'er the pathless forest waves. 
Or the ivy clothes forsaken graves; 
Where'er wild l^ends mark a spot. 
By mortals shumi'd, but unforgot, 
There, circled by the shades of night, 
They judge of crimes that shrink from ligh^ 
And goilt, that deems its secret known 
To the One unslumbering eye alone, 
Yet hears their name with a sudden start, 
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Id the shadow of the hour 

That o'er the soul hath deepest power. 

Why thus meet we, but to call 

For judgment on the criminal T 

Why, but the doom of guilt to seal, 

And point th' avenger's holy steel T 

A fearful oath has bound our souls, 

A fearful power our arm controls! 

There is an ear, awake on high, 

E'en to thought's whispers, ere they die; 

There is an eye, whose beam pervades 

AU depths, all deserts, and all shades; 

That ear hath heard our awful vow. 

That searching eye is on us now! 

Let him whose heart is unprofaned, 

Whose hand no blameless blood hath stain'd — 

Let him, whose thoughts no record keep 

Of crimes, in silence buried deep, 

Here, in the face of Heaven, accuse 

The guilty whom its wrath pursues!" 

'Twas hushed — that voice of thrilling sound. 
And a dead silence reign'd around. 
Then stood forth one, whose dim-seen form 
Tower'd like a phantom in the storm; 
Gathering his mantle, as a cloud, 
With its dark folds his face to shroud, 
Through pillar'd arches on he pass'd. 
With stately step, and paused at last. 
Where, on the altar's mouldering stone. 
The fitful moonbeam brightly shone ; 
Then on the fearful stillness broke 
Low, solemn tones, as thus he spoke : 
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" Before that eye, whose glance pervades 
All depths, all deserts, and all shades; 
Heard by that ear awake od high 
E'en to thought's whispers ere they die ; 
With all a mortal's awe I stand. 
Yet with pure heart, and stainless hand. 
To Heaven I lift that hand, and call 
For judgment on the criminal; 
The earth is dyed with bloodshed's hues. 
It cries for vengeance — I accuse!" 

" Name thou the guilty ! say for whom 
Thou claim's! th' inevitable doom!" 

"Albert of Lindheim — to the skies 
The voice of blood against him cries; 
A brother's blood — his hand is dyed 





Bst one ■ alMent — &a km grave 
Tbe paln^ AmAta of Sfria ware; 
Far diitant from bk oatire RUn^ 
Be £ed nmnDoni'd, in FalMtine t 
The Pilgrim ■ought the Holj Laikl, 
To peririi hj a brother^ hand! 
Peace to hia ■»! I tboi^ o'er hk bed 
Mo ifirge be poar*d, no tear be died, 
'nioiigh aD be lored I» name fiwget, 
Tky tire wbo dull avenge him yet!" 

"AccomtI how t» tiwe akne 
Became Uie fearful lecret known t" 

"There ia an hour when rain remone 
First wak«fl in her eternal force; 
When pnrdon maj not be retrievedi 
When conscience will not be deceived. 
He that beheld the victim bleed. 
Beheld, and aided in the deed — 
Whra earthly fears had lost their power 
Reveal'd the tale in such an hour. 
Unfolding, with his latest breatb, 
AU that gave keener pangs to death." 

*■ Bj Him, th' All-seeing and Uuseoi, 
Who is for ever, and hath been. 
And bj th* Atooer's crow adored, 
And bj th' avenger's holj sword, 
Bj truth eternal and divine. 
Accuser! wilt thou swear to thine V 
— "The cross upon taj heart is prest, 
I hold the dagger to mj breast; 

Vol- III. 4 
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If false the tale whose truth I swear, 
Be mine the murderer's doom to bear I" 

Then sternly rose the dread replj — 
" His days are number'd — he must die 1 
There is do shadow of the night. 
So deep as to ctniceal his flight; 
Earth doth not hold so lone a wastCi 
But there his footstep shall be traced; 
Devotion hath no shrine so blest, 
That there in safety he may rest. 
Where'er he treads, let Vengeance there 
Around him spread her secret snare 1 
In the busy haunts of men. 
In the still and shadowy glen. 
When the social board is crown'd. 
When the wine-cup sparkles round; 
When his couch of sleep is prest. 





Tii pa^d — tb* Knagu. duam hk prefi 
On to the dune of deadi— anjl" 

And all wu 1(01 — the iweepii« bkit 
Cki^it not a whiqier ai it paB*d i > 

The ihadowy fanni wen nea no more* r.- 
The tomlM denrted aa befcve; 
And the wide brat waved immaw, 
b dark and kne magtnficence. 
In Lindheiarti towen die feait had ckasd; 
The nf was bnidi'd, the bard r^cMed; 
Sleep aettled on die weary gnett, 
And die caitleli lord retired to reit 
To rest! the captive doom'd to die, 
Uaj alumber, when his hour ia nigh; 
The aeaman, when the billows toam, 
Rock'd on the mast, may dream of home ; 
llie warrior, on the battle's eve. 
Ma J win from care a abort reprieve; 
But earth and heaven alike denj 
Tbeir peace to guilt's o'erwearied eje; 
And night, that brings to grief a calm, 
To toil a pause, to pain a balm. 
Hath qtells terrific in faer course. 
Dread sounds and shadows, for remorse, 
Voices, that kn^ from earth had fled, 
And steps and echoes from the dead; 
And many a dream, whose forms arise, 
like a darker world's realities ! 
Call them not vain illuu<HU — bom, 
But for the wise and brave to scorn t 
Heaven, that the penal doom defers, 
Hath jet its thousand ministers. 
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To scoui^e the heart, unseeD, unknown, 
Id shade, in silencei and alone, 
Concentrating in one brief hour 
Ages of retribution's power! - 

If thou wouldst know the lot of tbow. 
Whose souls are dark with guilty woea, 
Ah I seek them not where pleasure's throng 
Are listening to the voice of song ; 
Seek them not where the banquet glows. 
And the red vineyard's nectar flows: 
There mirth' may flush the hollow cbeek. 
The eye of feverish joy may speak, 
And smiles, the ready mask of pride. 
The canker-worm within may hide: 
Heed not those signs I they but delude; 
Follow, and mark their solitude I 





Aai he lAo tramUtt bin would deem 
Twu dw whiter of a wiking draun. 
Wu it bat thiiT — again 'tb there, 
Again K beard — "Doiiairl Deqiairl" 
^ii pait — its tenet have dowlj £ed 
la edwea on the moontaio nde; 
Beard bnt bj him, tbey nm, tbej Ml, 
Be knew tbeir feaHnl meanii^ weU, 
And dirinkiiig from the midnigbt f^otm, 
As from the Aadow of the tomb, 
Tet iboddering, tnrn'd in pale dtanaj 
When broke the dawn's bat kindling ray, 
And KMight, amidst the forest vrild. 
Some shade where sunbeam never smiled. 

Yes! hide thee, guUtI — the laughing mm 
Wakes in a heaven of splendour bora I 
The storms that shook the mountnm crest 
Have sought their viewless world of rest. 
H^ from lus cliffi, mth ardent gaze. 
Soars tlK young eagle in the blaze. 
Exulting, as he wings bis way. 
To revel in the fount of day, 
And brightly past bis banks of vine, 
In glory, flows the monarch Rhine; 
And joyous peals the vintage soi^ 
Hla wild luxuriant shores along. 
As peasant bands, from rock and dell, 
Tbeir strains of choral transport swell; 
And clifis of bold fantastic forms. 
Aspiring to the realm of storms ; 
And woods around, and waves below. 
Catch the red Orient's deepening glow, 
4" 
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That lends each tower, and coovent-apire, 
A tinge of its ethereal fire. 
Swell high the soog of festal hours I 
Deck je the shrine with living floweni 
Let music o'er the waters breathe I 
Let beauty twine the bridal wreath! 
While she, whose blue eye laiigha in l%ht| 
Whose cheek with love's own hue is bright 
The lair-hair'd maid of Lindheim's hall. 
Wakes to her nuptial festival. 
Oht who hath seen, in dreams that soar 
To worlds the soul would (ain explore. 
When, for her own blest country pining. 
Its beauty o'er her thought is shining, 
Some form of heaven, whose cloudless eye 
Was all one beam of ecstasy I 





Sde itrei^ to mBer and to die I 
Judge not of mman^ heart in boon 
Hat itrew her path with laciiiier flowen, 
Wbeo joj'B full cap ii mantling high. 
When flatter^'a bhuadinKntB are night 
Jodge her not then I within her hreait 
Are energies mneen, that rertl 
Tbej wait thdr call — and grief alone 
Haj make the mil^ deep KCreti known. 
Teal let her ainle, 'midrt pleamre's train 
ImmAin^ the recUem and Uie vain I 
Firm on the scaflbld she hath stood, 
Be^rinkled with the martyr's blood; 
Her voice the patriot's heart hath steel'di 
Her spirit glow'd oo battle-field; 
Her courage freed from dungeon's gloom 
The captive brooding o'er his doom; 
Her faith tbe fallen nwoarch saved, 
Her love the tyrant's fury braved; 
No acene of danger or despairi 
Bat she bath woo her triumph there I 

Away ! nor clond the festal ntom 
With thoughts of boding sadnen borne I 
Far other, lovelier dreams are thine, 
Pair daughter of a noble tine I 
Youi^ Ella! from tby tower, whose height 
Hath caught tbe flu^ of Eastern light. 
Watching, wlule sod tbe morning air 
Paris on thy brow tbe sunny bair. 
Von bark, that o'er the calm blue tide 
Bears thy loved warrior to his bride — 
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He, whose high deeds ronuuitic praise 
Hath hallow'd with a thousand lays. 

He came — that youthful chief — he came 
That favour'd lord of love and fame! 
His step was hurried — aa of one 
Who seeks a voice within to shun; 
His cheek was varying, and expreas'd 
The conflict of a troubled breast : 
His eye was anxious — dou'bt, and dread. 
And a stern grief, might there be read; 
Yet all that mark'd his alter'd mien 
Seem'd struggling to be still unseen. 

With shrinking heart, with nameless fear. 
Young Ella met the brow austere. 
And the wild look, which seem'd to fly 





Wbkh, rtuhing from its Alpine source, 
Mukn MM.' lotig triumph of its coursci 
BoOiDg ID tcanqiiil gfandeur bj, 
lOtht Ibtun'i DoUttt psgeuitrr. 
Bst tii^. o'er that majotic wceae, 
Vnih dooded brow and luuuooi inieiii 
h daice gued : — tot EUa'i heart 
Fcar'd ib own twron to impart; 
Aad be, who vaint^ ibroTe to bide 
& pBogii ^tb all a warrior'a pride, 
Seem'd gatherii^ coorage to nnlbld 
Bone fearfnl tale that nwt be told. 

At length bii mieii, his voice, obtain'd 
A calm, that seem'd by conflicts gain'd. 
And thus he tpoke — "Yes! gaze a while 
On the bright scenes that round thee smile; 
For, if thy love be firm and true. 
Soon must thou bid their charms adieu 1 
A late hangs o'er us, whose decree 
Must bear me far from them or thee; 
Oar path is one of snares and fear, 
I kwe thee if 1 linger here! 
Droop not, beloved ! thy borne shall rise 
As fiklr, beneath far distant skies; 
As fondly tenderness and truth 
Shall cherid there thy rose of youth. 
But speak ! and when yon hallow'd shrine 
Hath heard the vows which make thee mine. 
Say, wilt thou fly with me, no more 
To tread thine own loved mountain-shore. 
But share and soothe, repinit^ not 
The bitterness of exile's lot?" 
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" Ulric ! thou know'st bow dearly loved 
The scenes where first my childhood roved; 
The woods, the rocks, that tower supreme 
Above our own majestic stream. 
The halls where first my heart beat high 
To the proud songs of chivalry. 
All, all are dear — yet thete are ties 
ABection well may sacrifice ; 
Loved though they be, where'er thou art, 
Tltere is the country of my heart I 
Yet, is there one, who, reft of me. 
Were lonely as a blasted tree ; 
One, who still hoped my band should cloee 
His eyes, in Nature's last repose; 
Eve gathers round him — on hia brow 
Already rests the wintry snow; 
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Ilijr MNil'i bright calmneM to deatroy. 
And wake thee first from dreams of jaj t 
Forgive! — I would mt ruder tout 
Should make the fearful tidings known, 
I would not that unpit^ng eyes 
Should Goldlj watch thioe agooieal 
Better 'twere Dune — that task severe. 
To ckiud thy breast with grief and fearl 



** Hast thou not heard. In legends oM, 
Wild tales that turn the life-bkwd cdd, 
Of those who meet in cave or glen, 
Far from the busy walks of men; 
Those who mysterious vigils keep. 
When earth is wrapt in shades and sleep, 
To judge of crimes, like Him od high. 
In stillness and in secresy ? 
Th' unknown avengers, whose decree 
Tts fruitlcas to resist or flee? 
Whose name hath cast a spell of power 
O'er peasant's cot and chieftain's tower t 
Thy vre — oh, Ella! hope is fled! 
Think of him, mourn him, as the dead I 
Their sentence, theirs, hath seal'd bis doom. 
And thou may'st weep as o'er his tomb I 
Yes, weep! — relieve thy heart oppress'd. 
Pour forth thy sorrows on my breast! 
Thy cheek is cold — thy tearless eye 
Seems fix'd in frozen vacancy; 
Oh, gaze not thus! — thy silence break, 
Speak! if 'tis but in anguish, speak I" 
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She spoke at length, in accents low 
Of wild and half- indignant woe : 
— " He doom'd to perish I ke decreed 
By their avenging arm to bleed ! 
He, the renown'd in holy fight, 
The Paynim's scourge, the Christian's might I 
Ulric 1 what raeao'st thou ? — not a thought 
Of that high mind with guilt is fraught! 
Say, for wliich glorious trophy won. 
Which deed of martial prowess done; 
Which battle-field, in days gone by, 
Gain'd by his valour, must he die ? 
Away I 'tis not his lofty name 
Their sentence hath consign'd to shame ; 
'Tis not his life they seek — recall 
Thy words, or say he shall not fall!" 





A TAia or 1 

Tub tut awa; bi eM ^tduD 1 
— Shall thine own Elk pfewl m Taint ' 
How art tboD chained I and mwt I bear 
That frown, that rieru, arerted airT 
What mean thejT" 

' -Ibiden. need'kt tboa ukl 
TVw featorei wear no ipecuiu mask I 
Doth nnow mark thia brow and eye 
Wiih characten of m j ri ter yT 
"nui — tkia b aifoUil — can it bef 
And plead'it thou for thj nre to awf 
Know tboo^ thy prayen a death-pang ffn. 
He miut not meet mj sight — and live ! 
Well may'st thou shudder! — of the band 
Who watch in secret o'er the land, 
W*hase thoosand swords 'tis vain to shun, 
Th' unlcnown, th' unslumbering — I am onel 
Mg arm defend himi — what were then 
Each row that binds the souls of men, 
Sworn oo the cross, and deeply seai'd 
By rites that may not be rereal'd? 
—A breeze's breath, an echo's tone, 
A pasung sound, foi^t when gone! 
Nay, shrink not from me — I would fly. 
That he by other bands may die ! 
What \ think'st thou I would lire to trace 
Abhorrence in that angel-face T 
Beside thee should the lover stand, 
The father's life-blood on his brand T 
No! I have bade my home adieu, 
For other scenes mine eyes must view; 
Vou IIL 5 
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Look on me, love ! now all is known, 
O Ella! must I fly alone?" 



But she was changed ; scarce heaved her brealb ; 
She stood like one prepared for death, 
And wept no more ; then, casting down 
From her fair brows the nuptial croivn, 
As joy's last vision from her heart. 
Cried, with sad firmness, " We must part ! 
'Tis past — these bridal flowers, so frail 
They may not brook one stormy gale. 
Survive — too dear as still thou art. 
Each hope they imaged — we must part! 
One struggle yet — and all is o'er — 
We love — and may we meet no more! 

little know'st thou of the power 
Aflection lends in danger's hour. 



A TAia or Tn smbst tubdhai.. 

wfwM Ajf th6 mud who wbcnfif flvowbils^ 
Bom Imt Id meet Uk^u Ternal mfleT 
A beiiig, almoit on tfao wing, 
Ai an embodied breese of q^ringf 
A duld of beaulj and of bBa, 
Sent from mme purer q>here to HoMp 
Not, in her exile, to Mutain 
The trial of one eartfalj pain; 
Bat, at a tonbeam, on to. move, 
Wak'hing all hearts to joj and lofeT 
That airy fimn, with fiiotitept free. 
And radiant glance— could this be diet 
From her ^r cheek the rose was gone. 
Her eye*8 blue sparkle thence had flown. 
Of all its vivid glow bereft. 
Each playfid charm her'lip bad left; 
But what were these? on that young fetce. 
Far nobler beauty fill*d their placet 
"Twas not the pride that scorns to bend. 
Though all the bolts of Heaven descend; 
Not the fierce grandeur of despair. 
That half exults its fate to dare ; 
Nor that wild energy which leads 
Th' enthuaast to fanatic deeds: 
Her mien, by sorrow unsubdued. 
Was fix*d in silent fortitude; 
Not in its haughty strength elate. 
But calmly, mournfully sedate. 
"Twas strange, yet k>vely to behold 
That q>irit in so fair a mould. 
As if a rose-tree's tender form, 
Unbent, unbroke, should meet the storm* 



62 A TALE OF THl BBCRBT TRIBDRAI. 

One took she cast, where GroineaB strove 
With the, deep pai^ of parting lore; 
One (ear a moment in her eye 
Dimm'd the pure light of constancy; 
And pressing, as to still her heart. 
She turn'd in dlence to depart. 
But Ulric, as to frenzy wrought. 
Then started from hla trance of thought : 
"Stay thee, oh, stay! — it must not be — 
All, all were well resign'd for theel 
Stay I till my soul each vow disown, 
But those which make ine thine alone I 
If there be guilt — there is do shrine 
. More holy than that heart of thine ; 
There be my crime absolved — I take 
The cup of shame for thy dear sake. 
Of shame! oh no! to virtue true, 
\Mioro Ihou art, then.- Is iitorv too! 





Oh. lut of that inutrkNu race I 
Hhmi wot not born to meet dkigrMel 
Wdl» well I kDow each grief, esch pain, 
Tbj i^rit Doblj oould iiaitun: 
E'en I nndiriDkiDg ne them near, 
And what hart tboa to do with feart 
Bat when hath warriora cahnlj Iwciw 
Hie cold and fritter imile of acorn T 
Tk not far thee— thj Kml hath force 
To oope with all tbiop — bat remorw; 
And this mj bri^tert tlioiigfat ihall be, 
Thou haat not braved its pangi for me. 
Go! break thou not one solemn vowl 
Cloaed be the fearful conflict now; 
Go! but forget not bow my heart 
Still at thy name will proudly ■tart. 
When chieftains hear, and minstrels tell. 
Thy deeds of glory — fare thee well ! " 

And thus they parted — why recall 
The scene of anguish knowo to all T 
The buret of tears, the blush of pride, 
That fain those fruitless tears would bide; 
The lingering look, the last embrace, 
Ob ! what avails it to retrace T 
They parted — in that bitter word 
A thounnd tones of grief are heard, 
^fboae deeply<waled echoes rest 
In the far cells of every breast; 
Who hath not known, who shall not know 
That keen, yet most familiar woeT 
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Where'er affection's borne is found, 

It meets her on the holy ground; 

The cloud of every summer hour. 

The canker-worm of every flower; 

Who but halh proved, or yet shall provej 

That mortal agony of love ? 

The autumn moon slept bright and still 
On fading wood and purple hill; 
The vintager had hush'd his lay, 
The 6sher shunn'd the blaze of day. 
And silence, o'er each green recess. 
Brooded in misty sultriness. 
But soon a low and measured sound 
Broke on the deep repose around; 
From Lindbeim's lower a glancing oar 
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To bard, when wrapt in mighty themes. 

To lover, lost in fairy dreams. 

To hermit, whose prophetic thought 

By fits a gleam of heaven hath caught. 

And, in the visions of his rest. 

Held bright communion with the blest; 

*Tis sweet, but solemn — there alike 

Silence and sound with awe can strike. 

The deep Eolian murmur made 

By sighing breeze and rustling shade. 

And cavem'd fountain gushing nigh, 

And wild-bee's plaintive lullaby. 

Or the dead stillness of the bowers, 

When d«irk the summer-tempest lowers; 

When silent Nature seems to wait 

The gathering Thunder's voice of fate. 

When the aspen scarcely waves in air, 

And the clouds collect for the lightning's glare. 

Each, each alike is awful there, 

And thrills the soul with feelings high. 

As some majestic harmony. 

But she, the maid, whose footsteps traced 
Elach green retreat, in breathless haste. 
Young Ella linger*d not, to hear 
The wood-notes, lost on mourner's ear; 
The shivering leaf, the breeze's play. 
The fountain's gush, the wild-bird's lay; 
These charm not now — her sire she sought. 
With trembling frame, with anxious thought. 
And, starting;, if a fort'st deer. 
But moved the rustling branches near, 
First felt that innocence may fear. 
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She reach'd a lone and shadowy dell. 
Where the free sunbeam never fell; 
'T was twilight there at aummer-noon. 
Deep night beneath the han'est-moon, 
And scarce might one bright star be seen 
Gleaming the tangled boughs between; 
For manj a giant rock around, 
Dark, in terrific grandeur, frown'd. 
And the ancient oaks, that waved on high. 
Shut out each glimpse of the blessed sky; 
There the cold spring, in its shadowy cave. 
Ne'er to Heaven's beam one sparkle gave. 
And the wild-flower, on its brink that grew. 
Caught not from day one glowing hue, 



'Twas said, some fearful deed untold, 





A *ua or TBI I 

Wm it nme inage ef i 

sat fix'd that ■fauDp of woe to bearf 

— (Nil ne'er could Art her fimw hara imiiM. 

To ^eak mch agmiiei of thonght I 

Hmmc deatbJib featnret gave to view 

A mortals P>i^ *oo ^^^ '^ tmel 

Starting he rae, with frained c^e. 

Am EUa'i borried itep drew nigh; 

He toni'd, with aspect darkly wiM, 

TremMing he Btood — before hb child I 

Od, with a bant of team, die tpmi^ 

And to her bther*! boaoo citing. 

"Away! what aeek'flt tttou heref he cried, 
"Art thou not now thine Ulric's bride? 
Hence, leave me, leave me to await. 
In M^tude, the storm of Fate; 
Thou know'st not what my doom may be. 
Ere evenii^ comes io peace to thee." 

"My fotherl diall the joyous thraiig 
Swell high tor me the bridal soogT 
Shall the gay nuptial board be spread, - 
The festal garland bind my head. 
And thou, in grief, in peril, roam. 
And make the wilderness thy hmnel 
No! I am here, with thee to share 
All sufierii^ mortal strength may bear; 
And, oh ! whate'er thy foes decree. 
In life, in death, in chains, or free; 
Well, well I feel, in thee secure. 
Thy heart and hand alike are pure I" 
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Then was there meaning in his look. 
Which deep that trusting spirit shook; 
So wildly did each glance express 
The strife of shame and bitterness, 
As thus he spoke: "Fond dreacos, oh hence) 
Is this the mien of Innocence ? 
This furrow'd brow, this restless eye, 
Read thou this fearful tale — and fly! 
Is it enough ? or must I seek 
For \oords, the tale of guilt to speak 1 
Then be it so — I will not doom 
Thy youth to wither in its bloom; 
I will not see thy tender frame 
Bow'd to the earth with fear and shame. 
No! though I teach thee to abhor 
The sire, so fondly loved before; 
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He died — 'twiu not where banners wave 
And war-steeds trample on the brave; 
He died — it waa in Holy Land; 
Yet fell he not by Paynim hand; 
He deeps not with bis ures at rest, 
With trophied shield and knightly crest; 
Unknown his grave to kindred eyes, 

— But I can tell thee where he lies I 
It wax a wild and savage spot. 

But once beheld — and ne'er forgot I 
I see it now — that haunted scene 
My spirit's dwelling still hath been ; 
And he is there — I sec him laid 
Beneath that palm-tree's lonely shade. 
The fountain-wave that sparkles nigh. 
Bears witness with its crimson dye! 
1 sec th' accusin;; glance he raised. 
Ere that dim eve hv death was glazed; 

— -Ne'er will that parting look forgive I 
I still behold it— and 1 live! 

I live I from hope, from mercy driven, 
A mark for all the shafts of Heaven! 

"Yet had I wrontjs: by fraud he won 
My birth-right — and my child, my son. 
Heir to high name, high fortune born. 
Was doom'd to penury and scorn, 
-An alien 'midst liLs fathers' halls, 
An exile from his native walls. 
Could I bear this? — the rankling thought, 
IK't-p, dark, within my bosom wrought ; 
Some serpent, kindling hate and guile, 
Lurk'd in my infant's rosy smile. 
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And when his accents Itsp'd my name, 
They woke my inmost heart to Qame I 
I struggled — are there evil powers 
That claim iheir own ascendant hours T 
— ! what should thine unspotted soul 
Or know or fear of their control ? 
Why on the fearful conflict dwell? 
Vainly I struggled — and I fell: 
Cast down from every hope of bliss. 
Too well thou know'st to what abyss! 

"'Twas done — that moment hurried by 
To darken all eternity ! 
Years roH'd away, long, evil years. 
Of woes, of fetters, and of fears; 
Nor aught but vain remorse 1 gain'd. 





A TAU or 1 

. Jfin Hcn it n tiks fiei7 bhit, 
tSv wtaa it whne the Mod^tonni paa'd; 
■aide the Deaerf • fimot it itood, 
TbgEDg the dear cold wave with bloodt 
And e'en when Ttewlea^ bj the fear 
CkrdUDg my Teini, I knew 'twaa near I 
^frnnearl — I fieel th* DoeartUf thrill. 
Ill power ii on mjr ipirit itill r 
A mjitic i"*—!", undefiDed, 
The ipell, the dwdow of oqr Bund I 

"VTilt &oa yet linger T — time ^eedi on) 
One lait &rewell, and then begone I 
Uncla^ the bandi that shade thy brow, 
And let me read thine aq;>ect now I 
Jio ! stay tbee yet, and learn the meed 
Heaven's justice to my crime decreed. 
8k>w came the day that broke my chain 
Bat I at lei^th was free again; 
And freedmn brings a burst of ytj, 
Uta guilt itself can scarce destroy. 
1 thought upon my own har towers. 
My native Rhine's gay vineyard bowen. 
And, in a lather's viakHis pren'd 
Tbee and thy brother to my breast 

"Twas but in visicxu — canst thou yet 
Recall the mixnent when we metT 
Tbj step to greet me lightly ^rung. 
Thy arms around me fondly clung; 
Scarce aught than iDfaot-fleraph le«i 
Seem'd thy pure childhood's loveliness t 

Vofc. m. — fl 
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But he was gone — that son, for whom 
I rush'd on guilt's eternal doom. 
He for whose sake alone were given 
My peace on earth, my hope in Heaven, 
He met me not. — A ruthless hand. 
Whose name with terror fill'd the land, 
Fierce outlaws of the wood and wild. 
Had reft the father of his child. 
Foes to my race, the hate they nursed. 
Full on that cherish'd scion burst. 
Unknown his fate. — No parent nigh. 
My boy I my_ first-born! didst thou dieT 
Or did they spare thee for a life 
Of shame, of rapine, and of strife I 
Livest thou, unfriended, unallied, 
A wanderer, lost without a guide 1 



i 




WiMiiiii'i iriB tat em parti oar Iot» 
Tet, ohl my cbildl abhor me notl 
^eak «DC« I to Bodw thw bidEcn beart, 
fl|iBalf to me once I aod then depart!" 

Bat iliD — ai if each poke were dead, 
IIMb — aa Am pvwer of ipeecb were fled, 
Ms— a* it lUe-blood ceaxd to warm 
The maiUe beaqfrf of ber form ; 
On die dark nek die leaa'd ber bead. 
That aeeiii'd •■ there twere riveted, 
And dropt the bandi, till tbeo which pfvi^d 
Her baniii^ brow, or throbbit^ breast. 
There beam'd tm tear-drop in ber eye, 
And from ber lip there breathed no sigh, 
And on ber brow no trace there dwelt. 
That told >he nificr'd or she felt. 
All that Mice glow'd, or smiled, or beam'd. 
Now Gx'd, and quench'd, and frozen aeem'd; 
And bmg ber sire, in wild dismay, 
Dcem'd ber pure ipirit pass'd away. 

Bat life retnm'd. O'er that cold frame 
One deep convalnve shudder came, 
And a iaint light her eye relumed. 
And sad restdve her mien ammed; 
But there was bcuTor in the gaze. 
Which yet to hia she dare not raise, 
And ber mi accents, wild and low. 
As risng frmn a depth of woe, 
At first with hurried trembling broke. 
But gather'd 6rmncf« as she spoke. 
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"I leave thee not — whate'er betide. 
My footstep shall not quit thy side; 
Pangs, keen as death, my soul may thrill. 
But yet thou art my father atUI ! 
And, oh ! if stain'd by guilty deed, 
For some kind spirit, tenfold need, 
To speak of Heaven's absolving love. 
And waft desponding thought above. 
Is there not power in mercy's wave. 
The blood-stain from thy soul to lave? 
Is there not balm to heal despair. 
In tears, in penitence, in prayer ? 
My father ! kneel at His pure shrine 
Who died to expiate guilt like thine, 
Weep — and my tears with thine shall blend. 
Pray — while my prayers with thine ascend. 




t 4aa I yet amj be tarpnal 
Omli pnyen hdgIon the gete of BeaTenl 
Obi if it jet arail to pked. 
If jadgment be not yet decreed, 
Ou hearti diell Uead tbdr rapplient ay, 
m pudoB diaD be led'd on h^hl 
Tel. yet I doUWwiU Merey dwd 
Bw dewe ufom tUi Mm beitdT 
—Kneel, Qli^kiieell tiU fiill and free 
rt^'nJ S atf fM t o im, won by flteel" 

Tbey kneh:— befere tiie Cron, that ngn 
Of lore etCTnal and divine; 
That lymbol, which so \oog hath stood 
A rock of itreDgth, on time'i dark flood, 
Qaip'd by deapairing hands, and taved 
By the warm tears of nations saved ; 
In one deep prayer their spirits blent. 
The fgaiitf and the innocent; 
Yoatb, pure as if from Heaven ita birth. 
Age. sml'd with every stain of earth. 
Knelt, ofering up one heart, ooe cry, 
One sacrifice of agony. 

Oh ! blest, though bitter be their source, 
Though dark the fountain of remorse, 
Hest are the tears which pour from thence, 
Th' atonii^ stream of peoiteoce I 
And let not pi^ check the tide 
By which the heart is purified; 
Let not vain comfort turn its course. 
Or timid love repre« its force ! 
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Go ! bind the flood, whose waves expand. 
To bear luxuriance o'er the land; 
Forbid the life -restoring rains 
To fall on Afric's burning plains; 
Close up the fount that gusli'd to cheer 

The pilgrim o'er the waste who trode 
But check thou not one holy tear. 

Which Penitence devotes to God ! 

Through scenes so lone the wild-deer ne'w 
Was roused by huntsman's bugle there; 
So rude, that scarce might humcui eye 
Sustain their dread suhlimity ; 
So awful, that the timid swaiu, 
Nurtured amidst their dark domain. 
Had peopled, with unearthly forms. 
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TluM daj of glofy hath gone by. 
With all iti ptKop and minstrelBj; 
Yet itill the flower of golden huei 
There lorei ita fragrance to difiiiK, 
To dUen and (bnaken things 
With comtancj unalter'd clingi. 
And, Hniling o'er the wreck of state. 
With beaa^ ckithes the desolate. 

E'en such was die, the bir-hair'd maid, 
b all her light of youth anaj'd, 
Fonaking every joy below. 
To aoothe a guilty parent's woe, 
And clinging thus, in beauty's prime. 
To the dark ruin made by crime. 
Oh' ne'er did Heaven's propitious eyes 
Smile on a purer sacrifice; 
Ne'er did young love, at duty's shrine. 
More nobly brighter hopes rengnl 
0*er her own pangs she brooded not. 
Nor sunk beneath her bitter lot; 
No! that pure spirit's lofty worth 
Still rose more buoyantly from earth. 
And drew from an eternal source 
Its gentle, yet triumphant force; 
Roused by affliction's chastening might 
To energies more calmly bright. 
Like the wild harp of airy sigh, 
Woke by the storm to harmony ! 
He that in mountain holds hath sought 
A refuge for unconquer'd thought, 
A charter'd home, where Freedom's child 
Might rear her altars in the wild, 
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And Gx her quenchless torch on high, 

A beacon for Eternity ; 

Or they, whose martyr-spirits wage 

Proud war with Persecutioo's rage. 

And to the deserts bear the failh 

That bids them smile on chains and death; 

Weil may ihey draw, from all around, 

Of grandeur clothed in form and sound. 

From the deep power of earth and sky. 

Wild nature's might of majesty, 

Strong energies, immortal fires. 

High hopes, magnihcent desires! 

But dark, terrific, and austere. 
To him doth Nature's mien appear, 
Who, 'midst her wilds, would seek repooe 
From guilty pangs and vengeful foes! 
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7wu the chilly ckae of an Autmnn day. 
And the kavea fell thick o'er the wanderer^ waj. 
The nutting pineii with a bolhtw nand. 
Foretold the teoipert gathering round, 
Aad the ikirta of the western clouds were ^read 
With a tinge of wild and atormj red, 
That Kem'd, through the twilight forest bowen 
like the glare of a city's blazing towen ; 
But they, who &r firoin cities fled. 
And dinink from the print of hnman tread* 
Had reacb'd a desert-scene unknown, 
So strangely wild, so deeply tone. 
That a nameless feeling, unconfess'd 
And undefined, their bouIs oppress'd. 
Rocks piled on rocks, around them horl'd, 
I^y like the ruins of a world, 
Left by an earthquake's final throes 
In deep and desolate repose ; 
Things of eternity, whose forms 
Bore record of ten thousand storms I 
While, rearing its colossal crest 
In sullen grandeur o'er the rest. 
One, like a pillar, vast and rude, 
Stood monarch of the solitude. 
Perchance by Roman conqueror's hand 
Th' enduring monument was plann'd ; 
Or Odin's sons, in days gone by, 
Had shaped its rough immensi^. 
To rear, 'midat mountain, rock, and wood, 
A temple meet for rites of blood. 
But they were gone, who might have told 
That secret of the times of old. 
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And there, in silent scorn, it frowo'd, 

O'er all its vast coevals round. 

Darkly those giant masses lower'd. 

Counties' and motionless they tower'd; 

No wild-flower o'er their summits hung. 

No fountain from their caverns sprung; 

Yet ever on the wanderers' ear 

Murmur'd a sound of waters near. 

With music deep of lulling falls, 

And louder gush, at intervals. 

Unknown its source — nor spring nor stream 

Caught the red sunset's lingering gleam. 

But ceaseless, from its hidden caves, 

Arose that myslic voice of waves. (1) 

Yet bosom'd 'midst that savage scene. 

One chosen spot of gentler mien 
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ntf nnakmiti nor temiw thought^ 
te tnea on Ui bmw had wroo^tt 
Tct dwdt DO fiercenea in hk e^a. 
Bat cahn and cold •evcri^, 
A wfbii hm^Glj aotere, 
Btraager to pi^ u to fear. 
ll wiB'd aa pride had thrown a toU 
O'er that tkuk Imncand Taage pale» 
Leanng tte ■earrhw nought to gatm, 
AD was K fia'd and I ' 



He ipoke— and they who heard Die tone 
Fdt, deeplj felt, all hope waa flowtk 
"IVe nugbt thee far in forest bowen, 
IVe Kught thee long in peopled towen, 
IVe borne the da^er of th' Urkkowm 
Through Kenea explored by me akme ; 
Hf Karcb is ckwed — nor toils, nor fean, 
Repel the Krvant of the Seen; 
We meet — 'tic Yatn to strive or flj, 
Albert of Lindheiin — thou must die I" 

Then witti clasp'd handa the fair-hair'd maid 
Sunk at his feet and wildly pray'd: — 

- Stay, ttay thee I ■heathe that lifted steel r 
Ob ! thou art human, and canst feel ! 
Hear me I if e'er twss tfaioe to prove 
The bleaing of a parent's lore ; 
By thine own father's hoary hair. 
By her who gave thee being, spare ! 
Did they not, o'er thy infant years. 
Keep watch, in sleeplesi hopes and fears 1 
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Young warrior! thou wilt heed my prajera. 
As thou would'st hope for grace to theirs I" 

But cold th' Avenger's look remain'd, 
His brow its rigid calm maintain'd: 
"Maiden! 'tis vain — my bosom ne'er 
Was conscious of a parent's care ; 
The nurture of my infant years 
Froze in my soul the source of tears; 
'Tis not for me to pause or melt, 
Or feel as happier hearts have felt 
Away! the hour of fate goes by, 
Thy prayers are fruitless — he must die I" 

" Rise, Ella I rise," with steadfast brow 
The father spoke; unshrinking now. 
As if from heaven a martyr's strength 
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AD thooghty all memory paas'd away. 

Silent and rootionleaB she lay. 

In a brief death, a blest suspense, 

Alike of agony and sense. 

She saw not when the dagger gleam'd 

In the last red light from the west that streamed; 

She mark'd not when the life-blood's flow 

Came rushing to the mortal blow; 

While, unresisting, sunk her sire. 

Yet gather'd &rmness to expire. 

Mingling a warrior's courage high. 

With a penitent's humility. 

And o'er him there th' Avenger stood. 

And watch'd the victim's ebbing blood, 

Still calm, as if his faithful hand 

Had but obey'd some just command, 

Some power, whose stern, yet righteous will, 

He deem'd it virtue to fulfil. 

And triumph'd, when the palm was won, 

For duty's task austerely done. 

But a feeling dread, and undefined, 
A mystic presage of the mind. 
With strange and sudden impulse ran 
Chill through the heart of the dying man. 
And his thoughts found voice, and his bosom breath. 
And it seem'd as fear suspended death, 
And Nature from her terrors drew 
Fresh energy, and vigour new. 

" Thou said'st thy lonely bosom ne'er 
Was conscious of a parent's care ; 
Vol. hi. 7 
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Thou saidst thy lot, iD childhood's years, 
Froze in thy soul the source of tears: 
The time will come, when thou, with me. 
The judgment-throne of God wilt see. 
Oh I by thy hopes of mercy, then. 
By His blest love who died for men. 
By each dread rite, and shrine, and vow. 
Avenger I I adjure thee now ! 
To him who bleeds beneath thy steel. 
Thy lineage and thy name reveal. 
And haste thee ! for bis closing ear 
Hath little more on earth to hear — 
Haste ! for the spirit, almost Sown, 
Is lingering for thy words alone." 



Then first a shade, resembling fear, 




% 
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Bore fiunind record on tbe dajt 
When penitent in denfh he hy. 
Bot flill deqp dbadeo mj prapecti "nOf 
He fied— ud toU but half die tele; 
With Um it deeps — I onlj know 
Enon^ far item and dent woe* 
For Tun andrition'b deqp ragret» 
For hopes doceiredf decei?ju|[ jotf 
For dreams of pride Oat mhily teU 
Bow Ugli a lot had salted wdl 
Hie heir of soow iihiilrioiM line, 
Herees and cUeftaim of the RUner 

Then swift through Albert's bosom paai^d 
One pang, the keenest and the last. 
Ere with his ^irit fled the fears. 
The sorrows, and the pangs of yeari, 
And, while his grey hairs swept the dust. 
Faltering he mormur'd, '' Heaven is just ! 
For thee that deed of guilt was done. 
By thee avenged, my Son! my Son!" 

The day was closed — the moonbeam shed 
Light on the liviiq; and the dead, 
And as through rolling ckmds it brokot 
Young Ella from her trance awoke — 
Awdke to bear, to feel, to know 
E'en more than all an orphan's woe. 
Ohf ne'er did moonbeam's light serene 
With beauty clothe a sadder scene! 
There, cold in death, the father slept, 
There, pale in woe, the daughter wept! 
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Yesl ihe miglit weep — but one stood nigh. 

With horror in his tearless eye. 

That eje which ne'er again shall close 

In the deep cjuiet of repose; 

No more on earlh beholding aught. 

Save one dread vision, stamp'd on thought. 

But, lost in grief, the Orphan Maid 

His deeper woe had scarce survey'd. 

Till his wild voice reveal'd a tale. 

Which seem'd to bid the Heavens turn pale ! 

He call'd her, "Sister!" and the word 

In anguish breathed, in terror heard, 

Reveal'd enough — all else were weak, 

That sound a thousand pangs could speak. 

He knelt beside that breathless clay. 

Which, fix'd in utter stillness, lay — 
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With the flash of arms, and the voice of song. 

Gliding triumphantly along; 

For warrior-fonns were glittering there, 

Whoae plumes waved light in the whispering air; 

And as the tones of oar and wave 

Their measured cadence mingling gave, 

Twas thus th' exulting chorus rose, 

Whfle many an echo swelPd the close: — - 

From the fields where dead and dying. 
On their battle-bier are lying, 
Where the blood unstanch'd is gushing. 
Where the steed unchecked is rushing. 
Trampling o'er the noble-hearted, 
Ere the spirit yet be parted; 
Where each breath of Heaven is swaying 
Knightly plumes and banners playing, 
And the clarion's music swelling 
Calls the vulture from his dwelling; 
He comes, with trophies worthy of his line. 
The son of heroes, Ulric of the Rhine ! 
To his own fair woods, enclosing 
Vales in sunny peace reposing. 
Where his native stream is laving 
Banks, with golden harvests waving. 
And the summer light is sleeping 
On the grape, through tendrils peeping; 
To the halls where harps are ringing, 
Bards the praise of warriors singing. 
Graceful footsteps bounding fleetly, 
Joyous voices mingling sweetly ; 



* 
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Where the cheek of mirth is glowing, 
And the wine-cup brightly flowing, 
He comes, with trophies worthy of his line, 
TIk! son of heroes, Ulric of the Rhine. 



He came — he sought his Ella's bowers. 
He traversed Lindhcim's lonely towers ; 
But voice and footstep thence had fled. 
As from the dwellings of the dead. 
And the sounds of human joy and woe 
Gave place to the moan of the wave below. 
The banner still the rampart crown'd, 
But the tall rank grass waved thick around; 
Still hung the arms of a race gone by, 
In the blazon'd halls of their ancestry; 
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It tolemny ibir — it eeeni'd a qpot 
Where eartblj cere nq^ be all fiirgot. 
And eoiiiMli .and draami ef Heaven alonet 
To nuning apiiit might be Jmown. 



And eweet e'en then were the tomidi that foie 
On the holy and prafimnd fepoee. 
Oh I Ihej came o^er the waririor l i breaft» ' 
like a glorioiis anthem of die bleit; 
And fear and ■onrow died awajt 
Befixre the full, majestiG lay. , 
He enter'd the eecfaided iaiie» 
Which sent forth that inspiring strain; 
He gazed — the hallow'd pile's array 
Was that of some high festal day ; 
Wreaths of all hues its pillars bound. 
Flowers of all scents were strew'd around ; 
The rose exhaled its fragrant sigh, ,^.« 

Rest on the altar to smUe and die; 
And a fragrant cloud from the censer^ breath * • • 
Half hid the sacred pomp beneath; 
And still the peal of choral song 
Sweird the resounding aisles along; 
Wakening, in its triumphant flow. 
Deep echoes from the graves below. 

Why, from its woodland birthplace tran. 
Doth summer's rose that scene adorn T 
Why breathes the incense to the skyt 
Why swells th*exulting harmony? 
— And see'st thou not yon form, so light. 
It seems half floating on the ught. 
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As if the whisper of a gale, 

That did but wave its snowy veil, 

Might bear it from the earth afar, 

A lovely, but receding start 

Know, that devotion's shrine, e'en now, 

Receives that youthful vestal's vow: 

For this, high hymns, sweet odours rise, 

A jubilee of sacrifice I 

Mark yet a moment! from her brow 

Yon priest shall lift the veil of snow. 

Ere yet a darker mantle bide 

The charms to Heaven thus sanctified; 

Stay thee ! and catch their parting gleam, 

That ne'er shall fade from memory's dream. 

A moment! oh! to Ulric's soul 
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Tmu in hia vinoDs, wheo the shield 
I^llow'd bis bead on tented field; 
Twaa a bright beam that led him on 
Where'er a triumph might be won, 
Id dai^r as in glory nigh. 
An angel-guide to victory ! 

She caught bis pale bewilder'd gaze 
Of grief half lost in fix'd amaze — 
Was it some vain illusioD, wrought 
By frenzy of impassioa'd thought? 
Some phantom, such as Grief hath power 
To summoD. in her wandering hour T 
No ! it was he ! the lost, the mourn'd. 
Too deeply loved, too late return'd ! 

A fevcr'd blush, a sudden start, 
Spoke the last weakness of her heart: 
'Twas vanquish'd soon — the hectic red 
A moment flush'd her cheek, and fled. 
Once more serene — her steadfast eye 
Look'd up as to Eternity ; 
Then gaz'd on Ulric with an air, 
That said — the home of Love is there I 

Yes! there alone it smiled for him. 
Whose eye before that look grew dim; 
Not long 'twas his e'en thus to view 
The beauty of ib calm adieu; 
Soon o'er those features, brightly pale, 
Was cast th' impcDetrable veil ; 
And, if one human sigh were given 
By the pure bosom vow'd to Heaven, 
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'Twaa lost, as many a murmur'd sound 
Of grief, " not loud, but deep," is drown'd. 
In hyiDDs of joy, which proudly rise. 
To tell the calm untroubled skies. 
That earth hath banish'd care and woe. 
And man holds festivals below t 
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rait OD pea {dw hut on aotre bloc ifaiM Bvdm prMqao aaiio 
qn' tn apjwlle RiMenaltar (Mitel da geont) tpu, i «n joger pu 
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NoTB 2. 

MmnwingOT (buda of loTe)i (be sppalktiao <f the Ctannan 
■BBHtrale id the Middle Age*. 



SUPERSTITION AND REVELATION. 



AN UNONISHED POEM. 



Beirgs of brighter worlch I that rise at timet 

As phantoms, with ideal beautj' fraught. 

Id those brief visions of celestial climes. 

Which pass. like sunbeams, o'er the realms of thought, 

Dwell ye around us? — are ye hovering nigh. 

Throned on the cloud, or buoyant in the air? 




m. 

Hko. hnply^, mortal and cdeatial laji, 
MingKng tbdr tonei, frmn Natnra'c temple roHf 
When Doagbt but that majatic loiig of praiN 
Broke on the noctitj of night'i repoK, 
WHl) miuic SDce unheard: and man might tncot 
% Mream and rale, in deep embow^ing Aade, 
IVrotkm'i fint and loveliest dwelling-place. 
The fi)otitep« of tb' Omnipotent, who made 
That qwt a shrine, where jouthAil nature cait 
Her consecrated wealth, rejoicing as He paa'd. 

rv. 

Short were those days, and soon, O sons of Heaven I 
Your aspect changed for man; in that dread boar* 
When from his paradise the alien driven, 
Beheld your forms in aogry splendour tower. 
Guarding the clime where he no more might dwell* 
With meteor-swords: he saw the living flame. 
And lus first cry of misery was — "Farewell!" 
His heart's first anguish, exile: he became 
A pi%rim on the earth, whose children's lot 
Is still for happier lands to pine — and reach them not 

V. 
Where now the cboaen bowers that tHice beheld 
Delight and Love their first br^ht Sabbath keepf 
From all its founts the worlds of waters swell'd. 
And wrapt them in the mantle of the deep I 
For He, to whom the elements are slaves, , 
In wrath unchain'd the oceans of the cloud, 
Vm_ hi. 8 
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And heaved the abyss beneath ; till waves on w; 
Folded creation in their mighty shroud, 
Then left the earth a solitude, o'erspread 
With its ovpn awful wreck — a desert of the de 

VI. 
But onward flow'd life's busy course again. 
And rolling ages with them bore away — 
As to be lost amidst the boundless main. 
Rich orient streams their golden sands convey— 
The hallow'd lore of old — the guiding light 
Left by tradition to the sons of earth. 
And the blest memory of each sacred rite. 
Known in the region of their father's birth. 
When in each breeze around his fair abode 
WbLsper'd a seraph's voice, or lived the breath of G 
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And maaSa, and dreams, and impulses divine, 

Were in the dwellings of the patriarch bandu 

There still the father to his child bequeathed 

The ncred torch of never-dying flame ; 

There still Devotion's suppliant accents breathed 

The One adored and everlasting Name, 

And angel guests would linger and repose 

Where those primeval tents amid their palm-trees rose. 

IX. 
But far o'er earth the apostate wanderers hon 
Their alien rites: — for them, bj fount or shade, 
Nor voice, nor vision, holy as of yore. 
In thrilling whispers to the soul convey'd 
High inspiration : yet in every clime. 
Those sons of doubt and error fondly sought 
With beings, in their essence more sublime, 
To hold communion of mysterious thought ; 
On some dread power in trembling hope to lean. 
And hear in every wind the accents of th' Uooeen. 



Yes! we have need to bid our hopes repose 
On some protecting influence; here confined, 
Life hath no healing balm for mortal woes, 
Earth is too narrow for th' immortal mind. 
Our spirits burn to mingle with the day, 
As exiles panting for their native coast, 
Yet lured by every wild-flower from their way. 
And shrinking from Ihc gulf that must be cross'd; 
Death hovers round us — in the zephyr's sigh, 
Aa in the storm, he comes — and lo ! Eternity! 
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XI. 

As one left lonely on the desert sands 

Of burning Afrie, where, without a guide. 

He gazes as the pathless waste expands — 

Around, beyond, interminably wide; 

While the red haze, presaging the Simoom, 

Obscures the fierce resplendence of the dcy. 

Or suns of blasting light perchance illume 

The glistening Serab' which iHudes his eye; 

Such was the wanderer Man, in ages Sown, 

Kneeling in doubt and fear before the dread Unknown. 

XU. 
is thoughts explored the past — and where were they. 
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The oracles or Fate ! or if the train 

Of floating forms, that throng the world of aleept 

And loundB that vibrate on the slumbercr'a brain 

When mortal vmces rest in stillnen deep, 

Were deem'd mysterious revelations, sent 

From viewless powers, the lords ofeach dread elemoit. 

XIV. 
Was not wild Nature, in that elder-time, 
Qotbed with a deeper power? — earths wanderii^ 

race. 
Exploring realms of solitude sublime. 
Not as ice sec, beheld her awful face I 
Art had not tamed the mighty scenes which met 
Their searching eyes; unpeopled kingdoms lay 
In savage pomp before them — all was yet 
Silent and vast, but not as in decay. 
And the bright daystar, from his burning throne, 
Look'd o'er a thousand shores, untrodden, voiceless, 

lone. 

XV. 
The forests in their dark luxuriance waved, 
With all their swell of strange vEolian sound; 
The fearful deep, sole region ne'er enslaved. 
Heaved, in its pomp of terror, darkly round; 
Then, brooding o'er the images, imprest 
By forms of grandeur thronging on his eye, 
And faint traditions, guarded in his breast, 
'Midst dim remembrances of infancy, 
Man shnpcil unearthly presences, in dreams. 
Peopling each wilder haunt of mountains, groves, and 

streams. 
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XVI. 
Then bled the victim — then in every shade 
Of rock or turf arose the votive shrine ; 
Fear bow'd before the phantoms she portraj'd, 
And Nature teem'd with many a mjstif sign. 
Meteors, and storms, and thunders ! ye whose course 
E'en yet is awful to th' enhghten'd eye. 
As, wildly rushing from your secret source. 
Your sounding chariot sweeps the realms on high. 
Then o'er the earth prophetic gloom ye cast, 
And the wide nations gazed, and trembled as ye pass'd. 

XVII. 
^e stars! in distant giory burning, 
with flame, bright altars of the sky 1 
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Fore bdi^ with ethereal effluence warm'd, 

Who to the Ktiirce of qnrit might afpire, 

And mortal prajen benignantlj convey 

To ame proiding Power, man awfnl &r flan Ihtf. 

XIX. 

Gnidei o'er the deMrt and the deep I to yoa 
The aeaman tum'd, rejtncing at the hehn. 
When from the rq^oiw of empyreal blue 
Te ponr'd nft radiance o'er the ocesn-realmt 
To yoQ the dweller of the plains addren'd 
Vun prayen, that called the clouds and dewa yonr 
own; ' 

To jou the shepherd, on the mountain's crest, 
Kindled the fires that far through midnight ritone* 
As earth would light up all her hills, to vie 
With your imm(»1a] host, and image hack the tkj. 

XX. 

Hail to the queen of heaven 1 her silvery crown 

Serenely wearing, o'er her high domain 

She walks in brightness, looking cloudle« down, 

As if to smile on her terrestrial reign. 

Earth should be hush'd in slumber — hut the night 

Ckllfl Ibrth her worshippers; the feast n qireod. 

On hoary Lebanon's ambrageous height 

The ahrine is raised, the rich libation shed 

To her, whose beams illume those cedar-shades 

Faintly as Nature's l^;bt the 'wilder'd soul pervade*. 



•IBi 
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XXI. 

But when thine orb, all earth's rich hues restoring. 
Came forth, O sud! in majesty supreme, 
Still from thy pure exhaustless fountain, pouring 
Beauty and life in each triumphant beam. 
Through thine own east what joyous rites prevail'd! 
What choral songs re-echo'd! while thy fire 
Shone o'er its thousand altars, and exhaled 
The precious incense of each odorous pyre, 
Heap'd with the richest balms of spicy vales. 
And aromatic woods that scent the Arabian gales. 

XXII. 
Yet not with Saba's fragrant wealth alone. 
Balsam and myrrh, the lotive pile was strew'd ; 
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Wbeo the polluted shrine of Syria's plains, 
With clouds of incense dimm'd the hlaze of day 1 
Or did je veil indignantly jour eyes. 
While demons haii'd the pomp of human sacrifice T 

XXIV. 
And well the powers of evil might rejoice. 
When rose fran Tophet'a vale the exulting cry. 
And, deaf to Nature's supplicating voice. 
The frantic mother bore her child to die! 
AroaDd her vainly clung his feeble hands 
With sacred instinct: love hath lost its sway. 
While ruthless zeal the sacrifice demands. 
And the fires blaze, impatient for their prey. 
Let not his shrieks reveal the dreadful tale ! 
Well may the drum's loud peal o'erpower an infiuif'a 
wail ! 

XXV. 
A voice of sorrow ! not from thence it rose ; 
'Twas not the childless mother — Syrian maids. 
Where with red wave the mountain streamlet flows. 
Keep tearful vigil in their native shades. 
With dirge and plaint the cedar-groves resound. 
Each rock's deep echo for Adonis mourns: 
Weep for the dead! — away i the lost is found. 
To life and love the buried god returns I 
Then wakes the timbrel — then the forests ring. 
And shouts of frenzied joy are on each breeze's wing ! 

XXVI. 
Hut fill'd with holier joy the Per,si;in stood. 
In silent reverence, on the mountain's brow, 
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At early dayspring, while the expanding flood 

Of mdiance burst around, above, below — 

Bright, boundless as eternity ; be gazed 

Till his full soul, imbibing heaven, o'erflow'd 

In worship of th' Invisible, and praised 

In thee, O Sun ! the symbol and abode 

Of life, and power, and excellence, the throne 

Where dwelt the Unapproach'd, resplendently alone.' 

XXVIL 

What if his thoughts, with erring fondness, gave 
Mysterious sanctity to things which wear 
Th' Eternal's impress? — if the living wave, 

circling heavens, the free and boundless air — 
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XXVUL 



And with that &ith wu conqimt. He whoie BUiie 
To Jndah't harp of prophecj had rung ; 
He, of whow yet imbom and distant fame 
"nie migh^ race of InspiretiMi tang, 
Be came, the victor Cfriiil — ai he pea^d, 
Tlmwet to hk footitep nck'd, and nxxiarche 1^ 
Sappliant and clothed with duit ; while nationi cait 
Tbar ancient idoU down before Ati way. 
Who, in nwjeatic march, from riwre to ihore, 
Hie quenchleai flame revered by Peiaia's children bore. 



THE CARAVAN IN THE DESERTS. 



Call it not loneliDess, to dwell 
Iq woodland shade or hermit deU, 
Or the deep forest to explore, 
Or wander alpine regions o'er; 
For Nature there all joyous reigns. 
And tills with life her wild domains : 
A bird's light wing may hreuk the air, 
A wave, a leaf, may murmur there: 
L bee the mountain flowers may seek, 
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'Til noon — and fearfully profound, 
Slence is on the desert round; 
Alone she reigna, above, beneath, 
Witb nil the attributea of death ! 
No bird the blazing heaven may dare, 
No insect bide the scorcbii^ air; 
The oatricb, though of sun-bom race. 
Seeks a nwre sbelter'd dwelling-place; 
llw lion Blumbers in his lair. 
The serpent shuns the noontide glare: 
But dowly wind the patient train 
Of camels o'er the blasted plain, 
Where they and man may brave alone 
The terrors of the burning zone. 

Faint not, O pilgrims! though on high. 
As a volcano, flame the sky ; 
Shrink not, though as a furnace glow 
The dark -red seas of sand below ; 
Though not a shadow, save your own. 
Across the dread expanse is thrown; 
Mark ! where, your feverish hps to lave, 
Wide spreads the fresh transparent wave! 
Uige your tired camels on, and take 
Your rest beside yon glistening lake ; 
Thence, haply, cooler gales may spring, 
And fan your brows with lighter wing. 
Lo! nearer now, its glassy tide 
Reflects the date-tree on its side — 
Speed on ! pure draughts and geniai air, 
And verdant shade, await you there. 

Vol. III. 9 
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Oh glimpse of Heaven ! to him unknowD, 

That hath not trod the burning zone I 

Forward they press — they gaze disraay'd — 

The waters of the desert fade! 

Melting to vapours that elude 

The eye, the lip, they vainly woo'd.' 

What meteor comes? — a purple haze 

Hath half obscured the noontide rays:* 

Onward it moves in swift career, 

A blush upon the atmosphere; 

Haste, haste '- avert th' impending doom, 

Fall prostrate! 'tis the dread Simoom! 

Bow down your faces — till the blast 

On its red wing of flame hath pass'd, 

~ ■ bearing o'er the sandy wave 




Yao palms, which tremakKiilj aem'A 

Reflected u the waten gleun'd, 

Aloog th' bonxoa'a ve^ diMpiaj'i, 

Still rear their deoder coknoade — 

A luidiiiark, guiding o'er the pUm 

The Cuavan'i exbatnted train. 

Fair it that little Ue ctf Blis 

The dnert'i emerald aawl 

A rainbow oo the torreat'i wave* • 

A gem embonm'd in the grant. 

A ninbeam oo a rtonnj day 

Ita beauty'i image might coarefl 

' Beauty, in horror's lap that aleepi^* 

While nlence roand her vigil keeps. 

— Rest, wesry pilgrinu! calmly laid 

To slumber in th' acacia shade: 

Rest, where the shrubs your camels bruise. 

Their aromatic breath diffuse; 

Where soAer light the sunbeams pour 

Through the tall palm and sycamore; 

And the rich date lasuriaot spreads 

Its pendent clusters o'er your beads. 

Nature ooce more, to seal your eyes, 

Murmun ber sweetest lullabies; 

Again each heart the music hails 

Of rustlii^ leaves and nghing gales, 

And tb I to Afric's child bow dear 

The voice of fountains gushing near ! 

Sweet be your slumberal and your t 

Of waving groves and rippling streams I 

Far be the serpent's venom'd coil 

From the brief respite won by faul; 
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Far be the awful shades of those 
Who deep beneath the sands repose — 
The hosts, to whom the desert's breath 
Bore swift and stern the call of death. 
Sleep ! nor may scorching blast invade 
The freshness of the acacia shade. 
But gales of heaven your spirits bless, 
With life's best balm — Forge tfut ness ! 
Till night from many an urn difiuae 
The treasures of Tier world of dewi. 

The day hath closed — the moon on high 
Walks in her cloudless majesty. 
A thousand stars to Afric's heaven 
Serene magnificence have given; 




«■■ OAEATAH ni : 

Awijl witlnii tbow awfid celb 

The nvage lord of Afric dvelkl 

H«inl 7* his voice t — the lit»'i rear 

Swelb M when billows break ca rixwe. 

Well may the camel diake with fear, 

Aod die iteed papt ' bin (oe m near; 

Haite ! light the torch, bid watcb-firea ttuow 

Far o'er the waste, a mddj glow; 

Keep vigil — guard the bright array 

Of Sames that scare him irom his preyi 

Within their magic circle prem, 

O wanderers of the wilderness t 

Heap h^h the pile, and by its blazct 

Tell the wild tales of elder days. 

Arabia's wond'rous lore — that dwells 

On warrior deeds, and wizard spells; 

Enchanted domes, 'mid scenes like these. 

Rising to vanish with the breeze; 

Gardens, whose fruits are gems, that died 

Their light where mortal may not tread. 

And spirits, o'er whose pearly halls 

Tb' etenial billow heaves and falls. 

— With charms like these, of mystic power. 

Watchers! beguile the midnight hour. 

— Slowly that hour hath roll'd away. 

And star by star withdraws its ray. 

Dark children of the sun I again 

Your own rich orient hails his reign. 

He comes, but veil'd — with sanguine glare 

Tinging the mists that load the air ; 

Sounds of dismay, and signs of flame, 

Th' approaching hurricane proclum. 
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'Tis death's red banner streams on high — 
Fly to the rocks for shelter! — fly I 
Lo ! dark'ning o'er the fiery skies. 
The pillars of the desert rise I 
On, in terrific grandeur wheeling, 
A giant-host, the heavens concealing, 
They move, like mighty genii forms. 
Towering immense 'midst clouds and storma. 
Who shall escape! — with awful force 
The whirlwind bears Ihem on their course. 
They join, they rush resistless on, 
The landmarks of the plain are gone ; 
The steps, the forms, from earth eflaced, 
Of those who trod the burning waste ! 
AH whclm'd, all hush'd! — none left to bear 
Sad record how they pcrish'd there ! 





lUBIUS AMONGST THE RUINS OP 
CARTHAGE. 



("HuiM^ daniff tba tint cf hi* cnk^ wmUag nl^a k 
AUn, bti ludad %t CuOuffi, wlm u cOear, nnt by th* 
IMW i ii ^immov of AlnGit cudb ud tlm wdrMMo Ubi^ 
"HifinikletMM ftvn UMPnator SeKtOiot, to toll jm tetha 
fcrbid* joa to Mt Cnt in Africa. ITtoq obej not, be wiU Hppat 
tbe Senate's decree, end treat yen h • pnUic eBMny." Hui^ 
npen hearing thia, was atmck damb with grief and iiidifnalia& 
He nttered not a word lor nme time, bot regarded the <AeM 
with a menacing a^aect At length the cffic«r raqnirad what 
anewer he ahoald carry to the goreniac. "Go and teQ him," 
eaid tile lulbrtaiiate man, with a airii, ** that tboa haat aeeo i1m 
exiled Hariua ntting en the nuDi of Carthage."— ^ See A» 



'TWAS DOOD, and Afiric'i dazzling nn on hig^ 
With fierce resplendence Gll'd th* unclouded dcji 
No zephyr waved the pahn'e majentic bead, 
And amooth alike the seas and deserts spread; 
While desolate, beneath a blaze of light, 
Silent and lonely as at dead of night. 
The wreck of Carthage lay. Her prartrate hatm 
Had strew'd their precjons marble o'er the plainii 
Dark weeds and gran the column had o'cigrown. 
The lizard bask'd upon the altar-stwte; 
Whelm'd by the ruins of their own abodes. 
Had sunk the fiums of heroes and of gods; 





104 MARIOS AMONG THB RUINS OP CABTHAQB. 

While near, dread olSpring of the burning day 1 
Coil'd 'midsl forsaken halls, the serpent lay. 

There came an exile, long by fate pursued. 
To shelter in that awful solitude. 
Well did that wanderer's high yet faded mien, 
Suit the sad grandeur of the desert-scene; 
Shadow'd, not veil'd, by locks of wintry snow. 
Pride sat. still mighty, on his furrow'd brow; 
Time had not quench'd the terrors of his eye, 
Nor tamed his glance of fierce ascendency; 
While the deep meaning of his features told, 
Ages of thought had o'er his spirit roll'd, 
Nor dimm'd the fire that might not be controll'd; 
And still did power invrat his stately form. 
Shatter'd, but yet unconquer'd, by the storm. 




■una AMONo IBB mum or eaertumL loi 

Awake 1 ttnm I to wpeed the honr of Fate, 

When Rome dull fall, as Carthage deaolato I 

Go I with her chUdren's flower, the free, dw brsve, 

People the alent chambers of the grave ) 

80 dial] the nam <rf agea jet to be^ 

More iwiffij waft tte daj, avengiiig me I 

*■ Tea, from the awAil golf of jean to com^ 
I bear a roice that pn^beaea her doom; 
I ne the tr<^>hiea of ba pride decaj, 
Aod her kn^ line of triumpha pam away, 
Lott in the depths of time — while aiiika the atar 
That led her march of heroes from afar I 
Lo ! from tbe froxen forests of the north, 
Tbe aoos of slaughter pour in myriads forth) 
Who shall awake the mighty T — mil thy woe, 
Gty of thrones ! disturb the realms below 1 
Ckll on the dead to hear thee I let thy criea 
Sumrntm their riudowy legions to arise. 
Array the ghosts of conquerors on thy walls I 
— Barbarians revel in their ancient balls, 
And their lost children bend tbe subject knee, 
'Midrt the proud tombs and trophies of the free. 
Bird of the sun t dread eagle I bom on h^[b, 
A creature of the empyreal — Thoa, whose eye 
Was lightning to the earth — whoae pinioii wareJ 
In haughty triumph o'er a world enslaved; 
Sink frtHn thy Heavens 1 for glory's nooh is o'er. 
And rushing stonns shall bear thee on 00 morel 
Closed is thy regal course — thy crest is torn, 
And thy plume banidi'd from the realms of mom. 
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The shaft: hath reach'd thee! — rest with chiefs and 

kings. 
Who conquer'd in the shadow of thy wngs ; 
Sleep ! while thy foes exult around their prey, 
And share thy glorious heritage of day! 
" But darker years shall mingle with the past. 
And deeper vengeance shall be mine at last. 
O'er the seven hills I see destruction spread. 
And Empire's widow veils with dust her head! 
Her gods forsake each desolated shrioe. 
Her temples moulder to the earth, like mine: 
' Midst fallen palaces she sits alone. 
Catling heroic shades from ages gone, 
Or bids the nations 'midst her deserts wait 
) learn the fearful oracles of Fate ! 
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Be itBrte, he vnkeM to woe — before him itaiidi 
Th' nnwekome ine«eifer of hanh romnwmK 
Wbow biftiDg Bccento tell tix exiled chief, 
To «^ en other diorei a home fiir grief. 
— Silent the wanderer Mt — bat on hii cheek 
like baming glow far more than wordi might ipMk; 
.And, from the lrip<tlipg a£ ]m eje, tliere broke 
language, where all th' iodignaot kmI awoke, 
1111 hk deep thought iband voice — then, calmly 

•tern, 
And lOTereign in de^air, he cried, "Retoml 
Tell him wbo aent thee hither, thou luut eeeo 
Mariiu, the exile, rest where Oarthage ooce hath 

been!" 



FOUNDED ON AN ARABIAN ANECDOTE. 

AwAT ! though still thy sword ia red 

With life-blood from my sire, 
No drop of thine may now be shed 

To quench my bosom's fire; 
Though on my heart 'twould fall more bl 
Than dewB upon the desert's breast. 

I've aought thee 'midst the sons of men. 

Through the wide city's fanes; 
I've sought thee by the lion's den. 





m 



Bute theel and leare mj thrediold^oor, 

bniriate aod pare! 
Let not thy prewnce tempt me mora, 

— 'Iba may not tbm eadarel 
Amy I I bear a Tetter'd arm, 
A heart dnt btmia — bat must Dot barm I 

Begone I oatitrip the twifi ganDel 

The wind in apeed aabdnel 
Fear cannot £y n nrifi, m wdl, 

A* rengeance riiall poraite; 
And bate, like love, in partiog pain, 
Smile* o'er one bope — we meet againl 

To-morrow — and tli' arenger^ hui, 

Tbe warrior's dart ii free I 
E'en tx>w, no spot in all thy land, 

Save this, bad riielter'd tbee. 
Let blood the monarcb's hall probne,^ 
Tbe Arab's tent must bear no stain I 

Fly I may the desert's fiery blast 

Avoid thy secret way I 
And sternly, till thy steps be past. 

Its whirlwindi sleep to-day I 
I would not that thy doom Mbouid be 
Aasign'd by Heaven to aogfat but ne> 

Vol. m. 10 



A LP- HORN SONO. 



ALP-HORN SONG. 

t 

TRANSLATED FROM THE GERMAN OF TIECI. 

What dost thou here, brave Swiss? 
Forgett'st thou thus thy native clime — 
The lovely land of thy bright spring-time? 
The land of thy home, with its free delights, 
And fresh green valleys and mountain-heightsT 

Can the stranger's yield thee bliss? 

What welcome cheers thee now? ♦ 

Dar'at thou lift thine eye to gaze around 1 
Where are the peaks, with their snow-wreaths crown'd? 




TRANSLATIONS FROM HORACE. 



TO VXNUa 
BOOK l*r, mxiDiK 

Oh I 1mt« dune own loved Ue, 
Br^t queen of Cypmi and tbe hplwui dnnil 

And bora in GlTceift'i &ir tenqile HnOe* 
Wbere towi and incenae Uviahlj^ die povn. 

Waft here thy glowing stxi; 
Brii^ Hermes; let the Nymphi thy path nimMudf 

And youth unlovely till thy gifta be woni 
And flw light Graces with tbe zone onbonnd* 



TO Hia ATTENDANT. 
BOOK IR, ODE >»m. 
■Ptnian odi, poM', affuUdi,' Ab> 
I HATn tbe Persian's costly pride— 
Tbe wreaths with bands of tinden tied — 

These, boy, delight me not; 

Nor where tbe lingering roses bide, 

Seek thou for me the spot. 

For me be nought but myrtle twined — 
Tbe modest myrtle, sweet to bind 

Alike thy brows and mine; 
While thus 1 quaff tbe bowl, reclined 

Beneath th' o'erarching tine. 





HHDI^^^^ 




lis TBANSLATIONa FROM HORACE. 
TO DELIUa 

BOOK Sd, ode Sn. 

"JEqaRm memento robin in arduii." tt 

Firm be thy souM — sereoe in power. 
When adverse foitune clouds the sky; 

Undazzled by the triumph's hour, 
Since, Dclius, thou must die ! 

Alike, if still to grief reeign'd, -• 
Or if, through festal days, 'tis thine 

To quaff, in grassy haunts reclined, 
The old Falernian wine: 

Haunta where the silvery poplar-boughs 




TKAKBLATIOltfl nOit BOEACM. 

Knee the dread lot for all must leap 
Forth from the dark revolving urn 

And we must tempt the gloom; deep. 
Whence exiles ne'er return. 



TO THE FOUNTAIN OF BANDUSU. 
BOOS Bd. ode I9n. 
-ChiFoa Budoaa. tjltndldiar riticik' Ae. 
Oh ! worthy fragrant gifts of fiowera and wine, 

Bandusian fount, than crystal far more bright) 
To-morrow shall a sportive kid be thine, 

Whose forehead swells with horns of infant might; 
Ev'n now of love and war he dreams in vain, 
Doom'd with his blood thy gelid wave to stain. 

Let the red dt^-star burn! — his scorcbiag beanii 
Fierce in resplendence, shall molest not thee I 

Still shelter'd from his rays, thy banks, fair stream. 
To the wild flock around thee wandering free. 

And the tired oxen from the furrow'd field 

The genial freshness of their breath shall yield. 

And Ihou, bright fount ! ennobled and renown'd 
Shalt by thy poet's votive song be made; 

Thou and the oak with deathless verdure crown'd. 
Whose boughs, a pendent canopy, o'ershade 

Those hollow rocks, whence, murmuring many a tale, 

Thy chiming waters pour upon the vale. 
10- 




t CKOH or TOB soimu 



THE CROSS OP THE SOUTH. 



friw bnutifbl coHtelktiaii of tbt Cnm k Men cbIj in Um 
■Mtbon bemUphera. Tbe fbllowinf linet «n MppoMd to ba 
•ddioMed to it b; a Spuiub tnveUer in Sootli Amaiicm.] 



In the nlence and grandeur of midDight I treadt 
Where savannahs, in boundlen magnificence, ^read. 
And bearing sublimely their mow-wreatbs on high. 
The far Cordilleras unite with the tkj. 

The fir-tree waves o'er me, the fire-flies' red light 
With its quick-glancing splendour illumines the night; 
And I read in each tint of the skies and the earth. 
How distant my steps from the land of my birtb. 

But to thee, aa thy lode-stara resplendently born 
In their clear depths of blue, with devotion I turn, 
Bright Cross of the South! and beholding thee shine, 
Scarce regret the loved land of the olive and vine. 

Thou recallest the ages when first o'er the main 
My fathers unfolded the ensign of Spain, 
And planted their latth in the regions that see 
Its unperishing symbol emblazon'd in tbee. 




I OP MJAATBOM. 



THE SLEEPER OF MARATHON. 



I LAT up<» the lolemD plain. 

And bj die funeral mound. 
Where thoae who died not there in run 

Their place of deep had found. 

Tvraa alent where the free blood guth'd 
When Perma came array'd — 

So many a v<nce had there been huih'd, 
So many a footstep stay'd. 

I slumber'd on the lonely spot 

So sanctified by death: 
I slumber'd — but my rest was not 

As theirs who lay beneath. 

For on my dreams, that shadowy hour, 
They rose — the cbainless dead — 

All arm'd they sprang, in joy, in power, 
Up from their gras^ bed. 

1 saw their spears, on that red field, 

Flash as in time gone by — 
Chased to the seas without his diield, 

I saw the Persian fly. 

I woke — the sudden trumpet's blast 

Call'd to another fight — 
From viNons of our glorious past. 

Who doth not wake in might 1 



. L. ON HBR BISTHDAT. 



TO MISS F. A. L. ON HER BIRTHDAY. 



What wish can Friendship form for thee, 
What brighter star invoke to shine T — 

Thy path from every thorn is free, 
And every rose is thine ! 

Life hath no purer joy in store, 
Time hath no sorrow to eSace ; 

Hope cannot paint one blessing more 
Than memory can retrace I 

Some hearts a boding fear might own. 




WRITTEN IN THE FIRST LEAF OF TflK 
ALBUM OF THE SAME. 

What fint dwuld couecrate aa tbtiie. 
The TolaiiK, deitiited to be fraught 

With manj a tweet and plajfnl line. 
With many a pure and jknm thoofl^t 

It dioiild be, what a loftier itrain 
Perchance lea meett^ would impart i 

What never yet waa poor'd in -nin, — 
The blesging of a grateful heart — 

For kindnen, which hath aoothed the boor 

or Rnzioiu grief, of weary pain. 
And oft, with its b^uiling power. 

Taught languid Hope to nnile again; 

Loi^ aball that fervent bleanng rett 

On thee and thine, and, heavenwardi home, 

C^ down auch peace to soothe thif hreart, 
Aa thou would'at bear to all that monm. 



TO THE SAME-ON THE DEATH OF 
HER MOTHER. 

Sat not 'ti> fmitleM, nature'a holy tear. 

Shed by afiectim o'er a parent's bier ! 

More blest than dew on Hermon'a brow that taSk, 

Each dr^ to life aome latent virtue calls; 



TO THE BAMB. 

some purer hope, ordain'd to rise, 
Isarthly sorrow strengthen'd for the skies, 
I the sad heart, whose pangs exalt its love, 
I Its lost treasure, seeks a home — above. 

I grief will claim her hour, — and He, whoae eye 
s pitying down on nature's agony, 
n whose love the righteous calmly sleep. 
> bids us hope, forbids us not to weep! 
I too, hath wept — and sacred be the woes 
! borne by him, their inmost source who knows, 
khes each wound, and bids His Spirit bring 
Istial healing on its dove-like wingl 

I who but He shall soothe, when one dread stroke, 
, that were fibres of the soul, hath broke 1 
I well may those, yet lingering here, deplore 
I vanish'd light, that cheers their path no more I 
I Almighty hand, which many a hiessng dealt, 
its keen arrows not to be unfelt ! 
e and storm, Heaven tries the Christian's worth, 
I joy depart*, to wean us from the earth, 
tre still too lung, with beings born to die, 
; hath dominion o'er Eternity. 




TO Tarn BAm. Ul 

Yta, all ia o'er I fear, doabt, ■aq>enw are Ati, 
Let Iw^bter tbcn^bto be mth the ivtaom dead! 
Tin final ordeal of the aonl m paat. 
And tbe pale brow b Kal'd to Heaven at butl* 

And tbou, loved ^uritl for the Aka matorei 
Steadfast in &ith, in meek devotfoD pore ; 
llioa that didat make tbe home tl^ pretoice blMt, 
Bright with the minriune of thj gentle bfeait. 
Where peace a holy dwelling-place had Iband, 
Whence beam'd her anile benignantlj around; 
Thoa, that to bosoms widow'd and bereft 
Dear, precious records of thj worth hast left. 
The treasured gem of sorrowing hearts to be, 
Till Heaven recall surviving love to thee! — 

O chcrish'd and revered I food memoiy weU 
On thee, with sacred, sad delight, maj dwell! 
So pure, so blest thj life, that death alone 
Could make more perfect happinen thine own; 
He came — thy cup of joy, serenely bright. 
Full to tbe last, still fiow'd in cloudless l%ht; 
He came — an angel, bearing from on hi^ 
The all it wanted — Immortality! 

> " Till we bare waled tbe servuits of God in thsir ftfa> 
he«d«L" — RnelatioM. 



TRANSLATIONS FROM THE ITALIAN. 

^lOM THE ITALIAN OF GARCILASSO 
DE LA VEGA. 

iza! — since the sapphire eky 
J measur'st now on angel winga, and feet 
rnW'd with immortality — oh why 
; forgetful! — Wherefore not entreat 
lurry on the time when i shall see 
Iveil of mortal being rent in twain, 
|Vnd smile that I am free? 

; third circle of that happy land 
I we not seek ti^ether, hand in hand, 

■ lovelier landscape, a new plain, 
' romantic streams and mountains blue, 
|other vales, and a new shady shore, 
1 I may rest, and ever in my view 
I thee, without the terror and surprise 
Of being sunder'd more ! 






IROM THE ITALIAN OF SANNAZARO. 




APPE&BA.VCB OF THE BFUUT* BTC 

Thy l»pp7 feet have trod 

The atarrr spangled road. 
Celestial flocks by 6eld and fountain gniding, 

And from their erring track 

Thou charm'st thy shepherds back, 
With the soft music of thy gentle chiding. 

O! who shall Death withstand— 

Death, wboae impartial hand 
Levels the lowest plant and loftiest pine I 

When shall our ears again 

Drink in so sweet a strain. 
Our eyes behold so fair a form as thine I 



APPEARANCE OF THE SPIRIT OF THE 
CAPE TO VASCA DE GAMA. 



Phopitiol's winds our daring bark impell'd. 
O'er seas which mortal ne'er till then beheld, 
When as one eve, devoid of care, we stood 
Watching the prow glide swiftly through the flood, 
High o'er our heads arose a cloud so vast. 
O'er sea and heaven a fearful shade it cast: 
Awful, immense, it came! so thick, so drear. 
Its gloomy grandeur chill'd our hearts with fear, 
And the dark billow heaved with distant roar. 
Hoarse, as if bursting on some rocky shore. 



APPEARANCE OF THE 

Irill'd with amaze, I cried, "Superoal Power! 

: mean the omens of this threatening hour? 

I the dread mystery of this oceao-clime, 
hrkly grand, so fearfully sublime?" 
Ke had I spoke, when, lo ! a mighty form 

r*d through the gathering shadows of the storm; 
lide proportions and gigantic size, 
J features, rugged beard, and deep-sunk eyes; 
me was his gesture, and his tresses flew. 

'. his lips, and earthly pale his hue. 
may I tell thee, that his limbs and height, 

W dimensions and stupendous might, 

ss'd that wonder, once the sculptor's boast, 
I proud Colossus of the Rhodian coast. 
1 was bis voice, in hollow tones he spoke, 
J from ocean's inmost caves they broke; 
Ibut that form to view, that voice to hear, 
lid o'er our llesh and hair cold deadly thrills of fear, 
h I daring band," he cried, " far, far more bold 

I all whose deeds recording fame has told ; 
■nturous spirits ! whom no bounds of fear 




SPIRIT OP THE CAPB. 13S 

What counties perils, woes of darkest hue, 
Haunt the vast main and shores your arms must jet 
subdue! 

Know that o'er every bark, whose fearlea helm 
Invades, like yours, this wide mysterious realm, 
Unmeasured Uls my arm in wrath shall pour, 
Aod guard with storms my own terrific shore I 
And on the fleet, which first presumes to brave 
The dangers throned on this tempestuous wave. 
Shall vengeance burst, ere yet a warning fear 
Have time to prophe^ destruction near! 

" Yes, desperate band ! if right my hopes divine, 
Revenge, fierce, full, unequall'd, shall be mine! 
Ui^e your hold prow, pursue your venturous way. 
Pain, Havoc, Ruin, wait their destined prey! 
And your proud vessels, year by year, shall find, 
(If no false dreams delude my prescient mind), 
My wrath so dread in many a fatal storm, 
Death shall be deem'd misfortune's mildest form. 



"Lo! where my victim comes! — of noble birth, 
Of cultured genius, and exalted worth. 
With her,' his best beloved, in all her charms, 
Pride of his heart, and treasure of his arms! 
From foaming waves, from raging winds they fly. 
Spared for revenge, reserved for agony ! 
Oh ! dark the fate that calls them from their home. 
On tliLi rude shore, my savage reign, to roam, 

' Don Emnunuel de Sonis and hts wife, Lemon de Si. 
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APPEARANCE OF THE SPIRIT, ETC. 



Isternly saves them from a billowy tomb, 
Hffoea more exquisite, more dreadful doom ! 

! he shall see the oHspring, loved in vain, 
led with keen famine, die in lingering pain; 
I see fierce Ca&es every garment tear 

sr, the soft, the idolized, the fair; 
I see those limbs, of Nature's finest mould, 
I to the sultry sun, or midnight-cold, 
I in long wanderings o'er a desert land 
i tender feet imprint the scorching sand. 

■ et more, yet deeper woe. shall those heboid, 
I lived through toils uncquall'd and untold I 

I wild shore, beneath the burning sky, 
Ihapless pair, exhausted, sink to die ! 

' the rock with tears of pain intense, 
■ttercst anguish, thrilling every sense, 
1 one last embrace, with mortal throes, 
■ struggling spirits mount from anguish to re- 
pose!" 
I the dark phantom sternly thus portray'd 
(future ills, in Horror's deepest shade, — 




Behold that spirit, wboae avengii^ might. 
Whose fiercest wrath your daring deeds excite." 



Thus having said, with strange, terrific cries, 
The giant-spectre vanish'd from our eyes; 
In sable clouds dissolved — while far around. 
Dark ocean's heaving realms his parting yells re* 
sound! 



Weep for the early lost! — 
How many flowers were mingled in the crown 
Thus, with the lovely, to the grave gone down. 

E'en when life promised most. 
How many hopes have wither'd — they that bow 
To Heaven's dread will, feel all its mysteries now. 

Did the young mother's eye 
Behold her child, and close upon the day, 
Ere from its glance th' awakening spirit's ray 

In sunshine could reply ? 
— Then look for clouds to dim Ihe fairest mom! 
Oh ! strong is faith, if woe like thb be borne. 



r- 

128 A DIRGB. 

For there is hush'd on earth 
A voice of gladness — there b veil'd a face, 
Whose parting leaves a dark and silent place, 

Bj the once-joyous hearth. 
A Hinile hath pass'd, which fill'd its home with light ; 
A sou), whose beauty made that smile so bright! 

But there is power with faith ! 
Power, e'en thougli nature, o'er the untimely grave 
Must weep, when God resumes the gem He gave; 

For sorrow comes of Death, 
And with a yearning heart we linger on, 
When they, whose glance unlock'd its founts, are 
gone! 




THE MAREHHA. 



[" Nhja DBiiA PiRKA had eapooMd a kdy at doUa ftmily 
■t Sienna, uuned Madoom Pia. Her beauty waa the admiratiaa 
<£ ToBCMnj, and excited in tbe heart (^ faer husband a jeiloaaj, 
which, exasperated b; false repotta and groundlesB auEpicbna, at 
length drave him to the deapente reaolution of Othello. It ia 
difficnlt to decide whether the lady was qaite innocent, but io 
Dante represents her. Her husband brought her into the Mareufr- 
ma, which, then as now, was a diBtrict deetructive of health. He 
never told his unfortuDate wife the reason of her hanishment tn 
■o dangerous a country. He did not deign to utter complaint or 
accusation. He lived with her alone, in cold silence, withoat 
Bosweriag her questions, or listening to her remonstrancea. He 
patiently waited till the pestilential air should destroy the health 
of this young lady. In a few months she died. Some chronicles^ 
indeed, tell us that Nello used the dagger to hasten her death. 
It is certain that be survived her, plunged in sadness and per- 
petual silence. Dante had, in this incident, all the materials of 
■n ample and very poetical narrative. But he bestows on it only 
four verses; He meets in Purgatory three spirits. One was a 
captain who fell fighting on tbe same side with bim in the battle 
of CampaMino; tbe second, a gentleman assassinated by the 
treachery of the House of Este; the third, was a woman unknown 
to tbe poet, and who, after the others had spoken, turned towaida 
him with these words: — 



— Edinburgh lUvicio, No. Ivi 



THE MAREMMA. 



ItE are bright scenes beneath Italian skies, 
■re glowing suns their purest light (lifiiise> 
liltured flowers in wild profusion rise, 
J nature lavishes her warmest hues; 
Itrust thou not her smile, her balmy breath, 
! her charms are but the pomp of Death ! * 

I the vine- clad bowers, unseen ia dwelling, 
ftre the cool shade its freshness round thee throws, 
Ivoice, in every perfumed zephyr swelling, 

1 gentlest whisper lures thee to repose ; 
I the soft sounds that through the foliage sigh, 
I thee still to slumber and to die. 

fterious danger lurks, a syren, therei 
I robed in terrors, or announced in glooin, 
1 stealing o'er thee in the scented air, 
I veil'd in flowers, that smile to deck- thy tomb; 
' may we deem, amidst their deep array, 
I heaven and earth but flatter to betray T 




THB KARBMHA. ISI 

There) year bjr year, that secret peril ipreads, 
Duguiaed in tovetinen, its baleful reign, 
Aod viewles blights o'er many a landscape shedi, 
Gay with the riches of the south, in vain. 
O'er fairy bowers and palaces of state, 
Passii^ unseen, to leave them desolate. 

And pillar'd halls, whose atry colonnades 
Were formed to echo music's choral tone, 
Are ulent now, amidst deserted shades,* 
Peopled by sculpture's graceful forms alone; 
And fouDtaioi dash unheard, by loue alcoves. 
Neglected temples, aod forsaken groves. 

And there, where marble nymphs, in beauty gleamii^, 
'Midst the deep shades of plane and cypress rise. 
By wave or prot might Fancy linger, dreaming 
Of old Arcadia's woodland deities, — 
Wild visions! — there no sylvan powers convene,— 
Death reigns the genius of the Elysian scene. 

Ye, loo, illustrious hills of Rome ! that hear 
Traces of mightier beings on your brow. 
O'er you that subtht spirit of the air 
Extends the desert of his empire now; 
Broods o'er the wrecks of altar, fane, and dome. 
And makes the Ccesars' ruin'd halls bis home. 

Youth, valour, beauty, oft have felt his power. 
His crown'd and chosen victinns: o'er their lot 

' See Madame de Stael'a line description, in her CbriiUH, ct 
the Villa Botghete, deserted on account of mtluiL 



133 the; maremha. 

Hath fond affection wept; each blighted flower »") 
In turn wiis loved and moum'd, and is forgot. 
But one who perish'd, left a tale of woe. 
Meet for as deep a sigh as pity can bestow. 

A voice of music, from Sienna's walls. 

Is floating joyous on the summer air. 

And there are banquets in her stately halls. 

And graceful revels of the gay and fair, 

And brilliant wreaths the altar have array'd. 

Where meet her noblest youth, and loveliest maid. 

To that young bride each grace hath Nature given. 
Which glowB on Art's divinest dream, — her eye 
Hath a pure sunbeam of her native heaven — 
■ cheek a tinge of morning's richest dye ; 




THE HARBmiA. 13S 

Yet radiant «eiiw her lot a> aught on earth, 
Where still «xne pining thought comet darkly o'er 
our mirth. 

The world before her uniles — its changeAil gaze 
She bath not proved as yet ; her path aeenw gaj 
With flowers and sunshine, and the voice of praue 
Is still the joyous herald of her way : 
And beauty's light around her dwells, to throw 
O'er every ac&ie its own resplendent glow. 

Such is the young Bianca — graced with all 
That nature, fortune, youth, at once can give; 
Pure in their loveliness — her looks recall 
Such dreams, as ne'er life's early bloom mrvive; 
And, when she speaks, each thrilling ttaie is fraught 
With sweetness, born of high and heavenly thought 

And he, to whom are breathed her vows of faith, 
Is brave and noble — child of high descent. 
He hath stood fearless in the ranks of death, 
'Mid slaughter'd heaps, the warrior's monument: 
And proudly marshall'd his Carroccio's" way. 
Amidst the wildest wreck of war's array. 

And his the chivalrous, commanding mien. 

Where high-born grandeur blends with courtly grace ; 

Yet may a lightning glance at times be seen, 

Of fiery passions, darting o'er his face. 

And fierce the spirit kindling in his eye — 

And e'en while yet we gaze, its quick, wild flashes die. 

■ S«e the description of this sort of consecrated wsr-cbsriot in 
Siamoodi's Hittoirt Jt$ RepubUqutt /Wienaes, <fv., voL L p. SOL 
Vol. III. 12 
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And calmlj can Picfra smile, concealing. 

As if forgotten, vengeance, hate, remorse; 

And veil the workings of each darker feeling. 

Deep in his soul concentrating its force : 

But yet, he loves — 0! who hath loved, nor known 

Affection's power exalt the bosom all its own? 

The days roll on — and still Blanca's lot 
Seems aa a path of Eden — thou might'st deem 
That grief, the mighty chastener, had forgot 
To wake her soul from life's enchanted dream; 
And, if her brow a moment's sadness wear. 
It sheds but grace more intellectual there. 

A few short years, and all is changed — her fate 
Seems with some deep mysterious cloud oercast. 
Have jealous doubts transform'd to wrath and hate, 



There Btanda a lonel; dwelliog, bj the wave 
Of the blue deep which bathes Italia's shore. 
Far from all sounds, but rippling seat that lave 
Grey rocks with foliage richly shadow'd o'er, 
And sighing winds, that murmur through the w«od» 
Fringing the beach of that Hesperian flood. 

Fair is that house of solitude — and foir 
The green Maremma, far around it spread, 
A sun-bright waste of beauty — yet an air 
Of broodii^ sadness o'er the scene is shed. 
No human footstep tracks the lone domain. 
The desert of luxuriance glows in vain. 

And silent are the marble halls that rise 

'Mid founts, and cypress walks, and olive groves: 

All sleeps in sunshine, 'neath cerulean skies, 

And still around the sea-breeze lightly roves; 

Yet every trace of man reveals alone. 

That there life once hath flourished — and is gone. 

There, till around them slowly, softly stealing. 

The summer air, deceit in every sigh. 

Came fraught with death, its power no sign revealii^, 

Thy sires, Pietra, dwelt, in days gone by; 

And strains of mirth and melody have flow'd 

Where stands, all voiceless now, the still abode. 

And thither doth her Lord, remorseless, bear 
Bianca with her child — his alter'd eye 
And brow a stem and fearful calmness wear. 
While his dark spirit seals their doom — to die; 
And the deep bodings of his victim's heart. 
Tell her, from fruitless hope at once to part. 
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136 THB HAREHHA. 

It b the summer's glorious prime — and blending 
Its blue transparence with the skies, the deep. 
Each tint of Heaven upon its breast descending. 
Scarce murmurs as it heaves, in glassy sleep, 
And on its vravc reflects, more softly bright, 
That lovely shore of solitude and light. 

Fragrance in each warm southern gale is breathing> 
Deck'd with young flowers the rich Maremma glows. 
Neglected vines the trees are wildly wreathing. 
And the fresh myrtle in exuberance blows, 
And far around, a deep and sunny bloom 
Mantles the scene, as garlands robe the tomb. 

Yes! 'tis (Ay tomb, Bianca ! fairest flower! 
The voice that calls thee speaks in every gale, 
Which o'er thee breathing with insidious power, 




THS HABBXHA. 187 

Such paoga were tbine, young mother ! — Thou didrt 

bend 
O'er Ihy fair boy, and raise his drooping head; 
And faint and bopeten, far from every friend. 
Keep thy sad midnight- vigil & near hU bed, 
And watch bis patient, supplicating eye, 
Ftx'd upon thee — on thee ! — who could'st no aid lupply! 

There was no voice to cheer thy lonely woe 
Through thoae dark hours — to thee the wind's low agh, 
And the faint murmur of the ocean's flow. 
Came like some spirit whispering — "He must diel" 
And thou didst vainly clasp him to the breast 
Hb young and sunny smile so oft with hope had blest. 

'Tis past — that fearful trial — he is gone; 
But thou, sad mourner! ha^t not long to weep; 
The hour of nature's charter'd peace comes OD, 
And tliou shalt share thine infant's holy sleep. 
A few short sufierings yet — and death shall be 
As a bright messenger from heaven to thee. 

But ask not — hope not — one relenting thought 
From him who doom'd thee thus to waste away. 
Whose heart, with sullen, speech les vengeance 

fraught, 
Broods in dark triumph o'er thy slow decay; 
And coldly, sternly, silently can trace 
The gradual withering of each youthful grace. 

And yet the day of vain remorse shall come, 
When thou, bright victim! on his dreams shalt rise 
As an accusing angel — and thy tomb, 
A martyr's shrine, be hallow'd in his eyes! 
12* 
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Then shall thine innocence his bosom wring, 
More than thy fancied guilt with jealous pangs could 
sting. 

Lift thy meek eyes to heaven — for all on earth, 
Young sufferer ! fades before thee — Thou art lone — 
Hope, Fortune, Love, smiled brightly on thy birth, 
Thine hour of death h all Affliction's own I 
It is our task to suffer — and our fate 
To learn thnt mighty lesson, soon or late. 



The season's glory fades — the vintage-lay 
Through joyous Italy resounds no more; 
But mortal loveliness hath pass'd away, 
Fairer than aught in summer's glowing store. 
Luty and youth are gone — behold them such 
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AiTOTHEK warning soond ! the funeral beU, 

Startling the cities of the isle once more 
With measured tones of melanchol; swell. 

Strikes on th' awakcn'd heart from shore to shore- 
He, at whose coming monarchs sink to dust, 

The chambers of our palaces hath trod, 
And the long-sul&ring spirit of the just. 

Pure from its ruins, halh retum'd to God! 
Yet may not England o'er her Father weep; 
Thoughts to her bosom crowd, too many, and too deep. 

Vain voice of Reason, hush! — they yet must flow, 

The unrestrain'd, involuntary tears; 
A thousand feelings sanctify the woe. 

Roused by the glorious shades of vanish'd years. 
Tell us no more 'tis not the time for grief, 

Now that the exile of the soul is past. 
And Death, blest messenger of Heaven's relief, 

Hath borne the wnndorer to hh rest at last; 
For him, eternity hath tenfold day. 
We feel, we know, 't is thus — yet nature will have way. 
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What though amidst us, like a blasted oak, 

Sadd'ning the scene where once it nobly reign'd, 
A dread meinorinl of the hghtning stroke, 

Stamp'd with its fiery record, he remain'dj 
Around that shattcr'd tree still fondly clung 

Th' undying tendrils of our love, which drew 
Fresh nature from its deep decay, and sprung 

Luxuriant thence, to Glory's ruin true; 
While England hung her trophies on the stem, 
That desolately stood, anconscioos e'en of them. 



Of Ih^n unconscious ! Oh mysterious doom I 
Who shall unfold the counsels of the skies? 

His was the voice which roused, as from the tomb, 
The realm's high soul to loftiest energies! 
I was the spirit, o'er the isles which threw 
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Such wai the will of heaven — the gifted seer. 
Who with hia God had communed, lace to bee, 

And from the house of bondage, and of fear. 
In faith victorious, led the chosen race; 

He through the desert and the waste their guide, 

Saw dimly from afar, the proiniacd land — and £ed. 

O full of days and virtues I on thy head 

Centred the woes of many a bitter lot; 
Fathers have sorrow'd o'er their beauteous dead. 

Eyes, quench'd in night, the sunbeam have forgot t 
Minds have striven buoyantly with evil years. 

And sunk beneath their gathering weight at length • 
But Pain for thee had liird a cup of tears. 

Where every anguish mingled all its strength; 
By thy lost child we saw thee weeping stand, 
And shadows deep around fell from th' Eternal's hand. 

Then came the noon of glory, which thy dreams 

Perchance of yore had faintly prophesied; 
But what to thee the splendour of its beams! 

The ice-rock glows not 'midst the summer's pride I 
Nations leap'd up to joy — as streams that burst. 

At the warm touch of Kpring, their frozen chain. 
And o'er the plains, whose verdure once they nursed. 

Roll in exulting melody again; 
And bright o'er earth the long majestic line 
Of England's triumphs swept, to rouse all hearts — 

but thine. 
Oh ! what a dazzling vision, by the veil 

That o'er thy spirit hung, was shut from thee, 
When sceptred rhic-rtains throng'd with palms to hail 

The crowning isle, th' anointed of the seal 



mf*r 
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Within thy palnies the lords of earth 

Met to rejoire — rich pageants glitter'd by. 

And statelv revels imaged, in their mirth, 
The old magnificence of chivalry. 

They reach'd not thee — amidst them, yet alone. 

Stillness and gloom begirt one dim and shadowy throne. 

Yet there was mercy still — if joy no more ♦ 

Within that blasted circle might intrude, ■ 

Earth had no grief whose footstep might pass o'er 

The silent hmits of its solitude ! 
If all unheard the bridal song awoke 

Our hearts' full echoes, as it swell'd on high; 
Alike unheard the sudden dii^e, that broke 

On the glad strain, with dread solemnity! 
r the land's rose unheeded wore its bloom, 
khke unfelt the storm that swept it to the tomb! 
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AU, at the gates of their eternal clime 

Lay down, and closed their mortal pilgrimage; 

The land wore a^es for its perith'd flowers, 

The grave's imperial harvest Thou, foeanwhUe, 

Didst walk unconscious througb thy royal towen. 
The one that wept not in the tearful isle I 

As a tired warrior, on his battie-plaio. 

Breathes deep in dreams amidst the moumen *od 
the slain. * 

And who caa tell what vinons might be thinel 

The stream of thought, though broken, still wu 
pure! 
Still o'er that wave the stars of heaven might shine. 

Where earthly image would do more endure I 
Though many a step, of once-familiar sound, 

Came as a stranger's o'er thy closing ear. 
And voices breathed foi^otten tones around. 

Which that paternal heart once thrill'd to hear; 
The mind hath senses of its own, and powers 
To people boundless worlds, in its most wandering 
hours. 

Nor might the phantoms to thy spirit known 

Be dark or wild, creations of remorse; 
Unstain'd by thee, the blameless past bad thrown 

No fearful shadows o'er the future's course: 
For thee no cloud, from memory's dread abyss, 

Might shape such forms as haunt the tyrant's eye; 
And, closing up each avenue of bliss. 

Murmur their summons, to "despair and diet" 
No! e'en though joy depart, though reason cease. 
Still virtue's ruio'd home is redolent of peace. 
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They might be with thee still — the loved, the tried. 

The fair, the lost — they might be with thee atilll 
More softly seen, in radiance purified 

From each dim vapour of terrestrial ill; 
Long after earth received them, and the note 

Of the last requiem o'er their dust was pour'd. 
As passing sunbeams o'er thy soul might float 

Those forms, from us withdrawn — to thee restored ! 
, Spirits of holiness, in light reveal'd. 
To commune with a mind whose source of tears was 
seal'd. 

Came they with tidings from the worlds above. 

Those viewless regions where the weary rest ? 
Sever'd from earth, estranged from mortal love, 

mysterious converse > 
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Wbow lore around thee still iti oflferinp died. 
Though vunl; sweet, as flowers, grief's tribute to 
the dead. 

But if th' ascending, disembodied nund, 

Bome, on the wings of nKtrning, to the skiea, 
Hay cast one glance of tenderness behind 

On scenes once hatlow'd bj its mortal ties, 
How much hast thou to gaze on! all that Ibj 

Bj tbe dark mantle of thy soul CMiceal'd, 
The might, the majesty, the proud array 

Of England's march o'er many a noble field. 
All spread beneath thee, in a blaze of light. 
Shine like some glorktus land, view'd from an Alpine 
height. 

Away, presumptuous thought! — departed saint I 

To thy freed vision what can earth di^lay 
Of pomp, of royalty, that is not faint. 

Seen from the birth-place of celestial day T 
Ob ! pale and weak the sun's reflected rays. 

E'en in their fervour of meridian heat. 
To him, who in the sanctuary may gaze 

On (he bright cloud that fills the mercy-seat I 
And thou may'st view, from thy divine abode. 
The dust of empires flit before a breath of God. 

And yet we mourn thee ! Yes ! thy place is md 
Within our hearts — there veil'd thine image dwelt. 

But cherish'd still; and o'er that tie destroy'd. 
Though faith rejoice, fond nature still must melt 
Vol. III. 13 
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Beneath the long-loved sceptre of thy Bway, 

Thousands were born, who now in dust reposei 

Aod many a hend, with years and sorrows grey. 
Wore youth's bright tresses, when thy star arose; 

And many a glorious mind, since that fair dawn. 

Hath fill'd our sphere with light, now to its source 
withdrawn. 

Earthquakes have rock'd the nations : — things revered, 
Th' ancestral fabrics of the world, went down 

In ruins, from whose stones Ambition rear'd 
His lonely pyramid of dread renown. 

But when the fires that long had alumber'd, pent 
Deep in men's bosoms, with volcanic force, 

Bursting their prison-house, each bulwark rent. 
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All else shall paaa away — the thronea of kii^ 

The very traces of their tombt depart ; 
But number not with perishable things .^ 

The holy records Virtue leaves the heart, 
Heir-looms from race to race 1— and oh I in days, 

When, by the yet unborn, tty deeds are blest. 
When out sons learn, " as bousebold words," thj 
praise. 

Still oa thine ofipring, may thy q>irit restl 
And many a name of that imperial line. 
Father and patriot I blend, in England's sDogi, with 
tlunel 
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A FRAGMENT. 



The moonbeam, quivering o'er the wave. 
Sleeps in pale gold on wood and hill, 

The wild wind slumbers in its cave, 
And heaven is cloudless — earth is still! 

The pile, that crowns yon savage height 

With battlements of Gothic might. 
Rises in softer pomp array'd. 
Its massy towers half lost iu shade. 
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Bnt darting from iti nde, 
How swiftly does its boat de^n 
A slender, silver;, waving line 

Of radiauce o'er the tide I 
No sound ia on the sunuoer seat. 

But the low dashing of the onr, 
And family sighs the midnight breeus 

Through woods that fringe the rockj Aon. 
— The boat has reach'd the mlent bay, 
The dashing oar has ceased to play. 
The breeze has murmur'd and has died 
In forest -shades, on ocean's tide. 
No step, no tone, no breath of sound 
Disturbs the loDcliness profound; 
And midnight spreads o'er earth and main 

A calm 90 holy and so deep. 
That voice of mortal were profane. 

To break on nature's sleep ! 
It is the hour for thought to soar, 

High o'er the cloud of earthly woes; 
For rapt devotion to adore. 

For passion to repose; 
And virtue to forget her tears, 
In visions of sublimer spheres! 
For oh ! those transient gleams of beavea. 
To calmer, purer spirits given, 
Children of hallow'd peace, are known 
In solitude and shade alone I 
Like flowers that shun the blaxe of noon. 
To blow beneath the midnight moon, 
The garish world they will not bleo. 
But only Uve in loneliness I 
18 • 



,50 A TALE OF THE FOURTEENTH CBNTURT. 

Hark I did some note of plaintive swell 

Melt on the stillness of the air? 
Or was it fancy's powerful spell 

That woke siich sweetness there? 
For wild and distant it arose, 
Like sounds that bless the bard's repooCi 
When in lone wood, or mossy cave 
He dreams beside some fountain- wave, 
And fairy worlds delight the eyes 
Wearied with life's realities. 
— Was it illusion? — yet again 
Rises and falls Ih' enchanted strain. 

Mellow, and sweet, and faint, 
As if some spirit's touch had given 
The soul of sound to harp of heaven 
1 soothe a 
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Tbea mnka the voice— the strain ii o'er. 
Its last low cadence dies nlmig tbe dure. 

Fair Bertha hears th' expected mmg. 
Swift from her tower she glides along; 
No echo to her tread awakes, 
Her fairy step no sltunber breaks. 
And, in that hour <^ alence de^. 
While all around the dews of deep 
O'erpower each sense, each eyelid steep, 
Quick throbs her heart with hope and fear. 
Her dark eye glistens with a tear. 
Half-wavering now, the varying cheek 
And sudden pause, her doubts bespeak. 
The lip now flush'd, now pale as death, 
The trembling frame, the flutterii^ breath I 
Oh! in that moment, o'er her soul. 
What stni^Ung paanons cUim contndl 
Fear, duty, love, in conflict high. 
By turns have won th' ascendency ; 
And as, all tremulously bright. 
Streams o'er her face the beam td night, 
What thousand miz'd emotions play 
O'er that fair face, and melt away : 
Like forms whose quick succession gleams 
O'er fancy's rainbow-tinted dreams; 
Uke the swin -glancing lights that rise 
'Midst tbe wild ckiud of stormy skies, 

And traverse ocean o'er ; 
So in that full, impassion'd eye 
The changeful meanings rise and die, 

Just seen — and then do more! 
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Twined with each wish, with every tbooght, 
Each day-dream fancy e'er bad wronghti 
Whose tints portray, with flatteriog ilaU, 
What brighter worlds alone fulfil ! 
— Alas I that aught so fair should fly. 
Thy blighting wand, Reality I 

A chieftain's mien her Osbert bore, 
A pilgrim's lowly robes he wore, 
Disguise that vainly strxive to hide 
Bearing and glance of martial pride; 
For he in many a battle tceoe 
On many a rampart-breach had been; 
Had sternly smiled at danger nigh, 
Had seeD the valiant bleed and die. 
And proudly rear'd on hostile tower, 
'Midst falchion-clash, and arrowy shower, 

Britannia's banner high ! 
And though some ancient feud bad taught 

His Bertha's sire to loathe his namei 
More noble warrior never fought. 

For glory's prize, or England's fame- 
And well his dark, commanding eye. 

And form and step of stately grace, 
Accorded with achievements high. 
Soul of emprize and chivalry. 

Bright name, and generous race I 

His cheek, embrown'd by many a mm. 
Tells a proud tale of glory won. 
Of vigil, march, and combat rude. 
Valour, and toil, and fortitude I 



154 A TALB OF THB FODBTBMTH CBNTDBT. 

E'eo while youth's earliest blnrfies threw 
Warm o'er that cheek, their vivid hoe, 
His gallant »ul, his stripliDg-fonn, 
Had braved the battle's rudest stona; 
When England's conquering archers stoodr 
And dyed thy plain, Pmtiers, with blood. 
When shiver'd aze, and cloven shield, 
And abatter'd helmet, strew'd the field. 
And France around her King in vain. 
Had marshali'd valour's noblest train ; 
In that dread strife, his lightning eye. 
Had flash'd with tranqwrt keen and high, 
And 'midst the battle's wildest tide, 
Throbb'd his young heart with hope and pride- 
Alike that fearless heart could brave 
Death on the war-field or the wave; 
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Who, with pale cheek, and loclu of bdow, 
In miiiBtrel garb, attends the chief? 

Tlie moonbeam on hii tboughtful brow 
Reveals a shade of grief 

Sorrow and time have touch'd his face. 

With Dwumful yet majestic grace. 

Soft as the melancholy amile 

Of mnaet on some ruin'd pile ! 

— -It is the bard, whose song had power 

To lure the maiden from her tower; 

The bard whose wild, inspiring lajs. 

E'en in gay childhood's earliest days. 
First woke, in Osbert's kindling' breast, 
The flame that will not be represt. 

The pulse that throbs for praise ! 

Those lays had banish'd from his eye, 

The bright, soft tears of infancy, 

Had soothed the boy to calm repose. 

Had hush'd his bosom's earliest woes; 

And when the light of thought awoke, 

When first young reason's day-spring broke. 

More powerful still, they bade arise 

His q>irit's burning enei^iesl 

Then the bright dream of glory warm'd. 

Then the loud pealing war-song charm'd. 

The legends of each martial line, 

The battle-tales of Palestine ; 

And oft, since then, ha deeds had proved 

Themes of the lofty lays he loved ! 

Now, at triumphant love's command. 

Since Osbert leaves his native land. 

Forsaking glory's high career, 

For ber, than glory far more dear; 
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nee hope's gay dream, and meteor ray, 
> distant regions points his way, 
[Thnt there Afiection's hands may dress, 

L fairy bower for happiness ; 
[That fond, devoted bard, though now 

( wint'ry garland wreathes his brow, 
iThough quench'd the sunbeam of his eye, 
Knd fled his spirit's buoyancy ; 
knd strength and enterprise are past, 
1 follows constant to the last! 



*hougb his sole wish was but to die 
t the calm scenes of days gone by; 
knd all that hallows and endears 
The memory of departed years — 
?orrow, and joy, and time, have twined 
I those loved scenes, his pensive mind; 
1 ! what can tear the links apart, 
[That bind his chieftain to his heart? 
Vhat smile but his with joy can light 
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Tbe pennant, in the tnooolight beam. 

With K»ft BufiiiHoa glows; 
From the white Bail a silvery gleam. 

Falls on the wave's repose; 
Lmg shadows undulating play. 
From mast and streamer, o'er tbe bay; 
But still so hush'd the nunmer-air, 
They tremble, 'midst that scene so Air, 
Lest mom's first beam behold them there 
■^Wake, viewless wanderer I breeze of night. 
From river-wave, or moim tain -height) 
Or dew-bright couch of atom and dowen, 
By haunted spring, in forest bowers; 
Ot doBt thou lurk in pearly cell. 
In amber grot, where mermaids dweU» 
And cavem'd gems their lustre throw 
O'er the red sea-flowers' vivid glow? 
Where treasures, not for mortal gaze. 
In solitary splendour blaze ; 
And sounds, ne'er beard by mortal ear, 
Swell through the deep's unfaltiom'd sphere T 
What grove of that mysterious world. 
Holds thy light wing in slumber furl'dT 
Awake! o'er glittering seas to rove. 
Awake! to guide the bark of love I 
Swift fly the midnight hours, and socMi 
Shall fade the bright propitious moon; 
Soon shall the waning stars grow pale. 
E'en now — but hi the rustling sail 
Swells to the new-sprung ocean gale! 
The bark glides on — their fears are o'er. 
Recedes tbe bold romantic shore, 

Vol. III. 14 
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Its features mingling fast; 
Gaze, Bertha, gaze, thy lingeriog eye 
May stil! each lovely scene descry 

Of years for ever past ! 
There wave the woods, beneath whose shade, 
With bounding step, thy childhood play'd ; 
'Midst ferny glades, and mossy lawns. 
Free as their native birds and fawns ; 
Listening the sylvan sounds, that float 
On each low breeze, 'midst dells remote 
The ringdove's deep, melodious moan. 
The rustling deer in thickets lone; 
The wild-bee's hum, the aspen's sigh. 
The wood-stream's plaintive harmony. " 

Dear scenes of many a sportive hour. 
There thy own mountains darkly tower I 
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Gbw'd thj jouDg heart with feelingi h^, 

A heaven of ballow'd ecstasy t 

Such days were thine I ere love had dniwo 

A cloud o'er that celestial dawnl 

As the clear dews in moraiDg's beam, 

With soft re0ected colourii^ stream. 

Catch every tint of eastern gem, 

To form the rose's diadem; 

But vanish when the noontide hour 

Glows fiercely on the shrinkii^ flower; 

Thus in thy soul each calm delight. 

Like morn's first dew-drops, pure and br^jfat, 

Fled swift from passion's blighting fire. 

Or linger'd only to expire! 

Spring, 00 thy native hills again. 

Shall bid n^lected wild-flowers nse. 
And call forth, in each grassy glen. 

Her brightest emerald dyesl 
There shall the lonely mountain-roae. 
Wreath of the cliffi, again disclose ; 
'Midst rocky dells, each well-known stream. 
Shall sparkle in the summer beam; 
The birch, o'er precipice and cave. 
Its feathery foliage still shall wave; 
The ash 'midst rugged clefts unveil 
Its coral clusters to the gale, 
And autumn shed a warmer bloom. 
O'er the rich heath and glowing broom- 
But thy light footstep there no more. 
Each path, each dingle shall explore; 
In vain may smile each green recess, 
—Who now shall pierce its loneliness T 
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The stream tiirough shadowy glens may stray, 

— Who now shall trace its glistening way? 
In solitude, in silence deep, 

Shrined 'midst her rocks, shall echo sleep. 
No lute's wild swell again shall rise. 
To wake her mystic melodies. 
AH soft may blow the mountain air, 

— It will not wave thy graceful hair! 
The mountain-rose may bloom and die, 

— It will not meet thy smiling eyel 
But like those scenes of vanish'd days, 

Shall others ne'er delight ; 
Far lovelier lands shall meet thy gaze. 

Yet seem not half so bright 1 ^ 

O'er the dim woodlands' fading hue, 

Still gleams yon Gothic pile on high; 
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There, while th^ latber'a raptnred tax, 
Dvelt fiHidly on a strain ao dear. 
And in hia eye the tremblii^ tear 

Rereal'd his qiirit's trance; 
How oft, those echoing halls along. 
Thy thrilling voice has swell'd the raig, 
Traditicm wild of other days, 
Of troubadour's heroic lays. 

Or l^end of romance I 
Oh! many an hour has there been tbaae. 

That menwry's pencil oft shall drea 
In softer shades, and tints that shine 

In mellow'd lorelineas! 
While thy sick heart, and fruitless tears. 

Shall mourn, with fond and deep regret. 
The Bimshitie of thine early years. 

Scarce deem'd so radiant — till it set I 
The cloudless peace, unprized till g<N)e, 
The bliss, till vanish'd, hardly known I 

On rock and turret, wood and hiU, 
The fading moonbeams linger still; 
Still, Bertha, gaze oa yon grey tower. 
At evening's last and sweetest hour. 
While varying still, the western skies 
Flush'd the clear seas with rainbow-dyes, 
Whose warm sufiiisions glow'd and pas'd, 
Each richer, lovelier, than the last; 
How oft, while gazing (m the deep. 
That seem'd a heaven of peace to sleep. 
As if its wave, so still, so lair, 
More frowning mien might never wear, 
14* 
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The twilight calm of mental rest. 

Would steal in silence o'er thy breast, 

And wake that dear and balmy sigh. 

That softly breathes the spirit's harmony I 

— Ah! ne'er again shall hours to thee be given. 

Of joy on earth — so near allied to Heaveol 

Why starts the tear to Bertha's eye? 
Is not her long-loved Osbert nigh ? 
Is there a grief his voice, his smile, 
His words, are fruitless to beguile? 
— Oh! bitter to the youthful heart, 

That scarce a pang, a care has known. 
The hour when first from scenes we part. 

Where Hfe'a bright spring has 6own I 
Forsakins, o'er the world to roam, 
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Such wu the pang of Bertba'a heart. 
The thought, that bade the tear-drop start) 

And Osbert by her nde 
Beard the deep sigh, whose bursting swell 
Nature's fond struggle told too well; 
And days of future blin portraj'd, 
And love's own ehxiuence esmj'd, 

To soothe his plighted bride! 
Of bright Arcadian scenes he tellSf 

In that sweet land to which thej flj; 
The vineK:lad rocks, the fragrant dells 

Of blooming Italy. 
For he had roved a pilgrim there, 
And gazed on many a spot so fair, 
It seem'd like some enchanted grove. 
Where only peace, and joy, and love. 
Those exiles of the world, might rove, 

And breathe its heavenly air ; 
And, all unmix'd with ruder tone. 
Their "wood-notes wild" be heard ak»e! 

Far from the frown of stem cfrntrol, 
That vainly would subdue the soul. 
There shall their long-affianced handf, 
Be joined io consecrated bands, 
And in some rich, romantic vale, 

Qrcled with heights of Alpine snow. 
Where citron-woods enrich the gale. 
And scented shrubs their balm exhale. 

And flowering myrtles blow; 
And 'midst the mulberry boughs on high, 
Weaves the wild vine her tapestry: 
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I sotne bright streamlet's emerald side, 
^here cedars wave, in graceful pride, 

d in groves, their home shall rise, 
L shelter'd bower of Paradise I 



i would the lover soothe to rest 
i^ith tales of hope her anxious breast l 
■ vain that dear enchanting lore, 
|Her soul's bright visionn to restore, 
And bid gay phantoms of delight 
pi^loat, in soft colouring, o'er her sight. 
Oh ! youth, sweet May-morn, fled so soon, 
r brighter than life's loveliest noon, 
>w oft thy spirit's buoyant power 
■Will triumph, e'en in sorrow's hour 

Prevailing o'er regret ! 
IAs rears its hetid th' elastic flower 
■Though the dark tempest's recent shower 
Hang on its petals yet ! 

h I not so soon can hope's gay smile 
i aged bard to joy beguLe; 
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Fiz'd are bis e^es, and clasp'd his handi. 
And long in speecblen grief he standB. 

So derolatel; calm Ub air, 
He Menu ao image, wrought to bear 
The stamp of deep, though hush'd dapair; 
Motion and life no sign bespeaks 
Save that the night-breeze, o'er his cheeky 

Just wared his silvery hair ! 
Nought else could teach the eye to know 
He was no sculptured taim of woe t 

Loi^ gazing o'er the dark'ning flood. 
Pale in that silent grief he stood ; 
Till the cold moon was waning fast. 

And many a lovely star had died, 
And the grey heavens deep shadows cast 

Far o'er the slumbering tide; 
And robed in one dark solemn hue, 
Arose the distant shore to view. 
Then, starting from his trance of woe. 
Tears, long suppress'd, in freedom 0ow, 
While thus his wild and plaintive strain 
Blends with the murmur of the main, 

THE BARD^ FAREWELL. 
Thou setting moon I when next thy rays 

Arc trembling on the shadowy deep. 
The land, now fading from my gaze, 

These eyes in vain shall weep ; 
And wander o'er the lonely sea. 
And fix their tearful glance on thee, 
On thee ! whose light so softly gleams 
Through the green oaks that fringe my native streaow. 



A TALB OF THE FOUKTBBNTB CBNTDST. 167 

But there shall gran laxuriant ^read, 
A> o'er the dwellings of the dead ; 
And the deep swell of every blast. 
Seem a wild dii^e for years of grandeur past. 

And I — my joy of life is fled, 

My apirit'B power, my bowun's glow, 
The raven locks that graced my bead. 

Wave in u wreath of snow I 
And where the star of youth arose, 
I deera'd life's lingering ray should close. 
And those loved trees my tomb o'enhade. 
Beneath whose arching bowers my childhood play'd. 

Vain dream ! that tomb in distant earth 

Shall rise, forsaken and forgot; 
And thou, sweet land, that gav'st me birth, 

A grave must yield me not I 
Yet, haply he for whom I leave 
Thy shores, in life's dark winter-eve. 
When cold the hand, and closed the lays. 
And mute the voice he loved to praise, 
O'er the hush'd harp one tear may sbed. 
And one frail garland o'er the minstrel's bed I 
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'TwAS night in Babylon: yet many a beam. 
Of lamps far glittering from her domes on high, 
Shone, brightly mingling in Euphrates' stream 
With the clear stars of that Chaldean sky. 
Whose azure knows no cloud : each whisper'd sigh 
Of the soft night-breeze through her terrace bowers. 
Bore deepening tones of joy and melody, 
D'er an illumined wilderness of flowers; 
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Thrice holj Tenets! — pure from carthlj itain, 
And Kt apart, and sanctified to Him, 
Who deign'd within the oracle to reign, 
Reveal'd, yet sbadow'd; making noonday dim. 
To that nioat glorious cloud between the cherubim. 

They came, and louder peal'd the voice of song, 
And pride flaih'd brighter from the kindling eye, 
And He who sleeps not beard the elated thrcmg, 
In mirth that plays with thunderbolts, defy 
The Rock of Zion!— Fill the nectar high. 
High in the cups of consecrated gold I 
And crown the bowl with garlands, ere they die, 
And bid the censers of the temple hold 
Offerings to Babel's gods, the mighty ones of old 1 

Peace! — is it but a phantom of the brain. 
Thus shadcw'd forth, the senses to appal. 
Yon fearful vision? — Who shall gaze again 
To search ita cause? — Along the illumined wall, 
St-irtling, yet riveting (he eyes of all. 
Darkly it moves, — a hand, a human hand. 
O'er the brij^ht lamps of that resplendent hall. 
In silence tracing, as a mystic wand. 
Words all unknown, the tot^ue of some (ar-distant 
land! 

There are pale cheeks around the r^al board. 
And quivering limbs, and whispers deep and low. 
And fitful starts! — the wine, in triumph pour'd, 
Untasted foams, tbc song hath ceased to flow. 
Vol. in. 15 
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The waving cpnser drops to earth — and lo! 
The king of men, the ruier, girt with mirth. 
Trembles before n shadow! — Say not so! 
— The child of dust, with guilt's foreboding sight, 
Shrinks from the dread Unknown, the avenging 
Infinite I 

"But haste ye! — bring Chaldea's gifted seers. 
The men of prescience! — hnply to their eyes. 
Which track the fnture through the rolling spheres. 
Yon mystic sign may speak in prophecies." 
They come — the readers of the midnight skies, 
They that gnve voice to visions — but in vain! 
Still wrapt in clouds the awful secret lies, 
': hath no language 'midst the starry train. 
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Were in b» dreams; — for him the veil of light 
^iTDuding Heaven's inmost sanctuary and throne, 
The curtain of th' unutteimbly bright 
Waa raised! — to bim, in fearful ^lendour sbowD, 
Ancient of Days I e'en Thou mad'st thy dread pr^ 
sence known. 

He spoke: — the shadows of the things to come 
Paas'd o'er his soul: — "O King, elate in pride) 
God bath wnt forth the writing of thy doom— 
The one, the living, God by thee defied! 
He, in whose balance earthly lords are tried. 
Hath weigh'd, and found thee wanting. 'Tis decreed 
The conqueror's hands thy kingdom shall divide. 
The stranger to thy throne of power succeed ! 
Thy days are full — they come, — the Peraan and the 
Mede!" 

There fell a moment's thrilling alence round — 
A breathless pause! — the hush of hearts that beat. 
And limbs that quiver: — is there not a sound, 
A gathering cry, a tread of hurrying feet? 
— 'Twas but some echo in the crowded street, 
Of far-heard revelry; the shout, the song, 
The measured dance to music wildly sweet, 
That speeds the stars their joyous course along — 
Away ; nor let a dream disturb the festal throng I 

Peace yet again ! Hark I steps in tumult flying. 
Steeds rushing on, as o'er a battle-field! 
The shouts of hosts exulting or defying, 
The press of multitudes that strive or yield I 
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I the loud startling clash of spear and shield, 
IS earthquake's burst ; and, blent with these, 

: last wild shriek of those whose doom is seai'd 
Bheir full mirth; — all deepening on the breeze, 
Ithe long stormy roll of far-advancing seas! 

nearer yet the trumpet's blast is swelling, 
, shrill, and savage, drowning every cry; 
lo ! the spoiler in the regal dwelling, 
|th — bursting on the halls of revelry I 
on their brows one fragile rose-leaf die, 
sword hath raged through joy's devoted train; 
one bright star be faded from the slcy, 
flames, like banners, wave from dome and fane; 
ire w lost and won — Belshazzar with the slain.' 



iriginslly written, the Ibllowing additioniLl Hi 



a (after- 



bblshazzar'b feast. 



■Be dotbcd wilh Miagth, *■ in Ibkm «ad«nl ds) 
Rmicw Iha ■Dund of barpi, th' Bxullirm niM, 
Hw miilh of timbnii ! — looat lb« ebun, ind mj 
God tBtbiBdMBi'd hkpag^!— finnidacBr 
Hb Blaoi uid dM mnpUd ilull wiM! 
— Amke! — pot oa ibf bawUiM uimf, 
O loas-fiMwfcai Zion!— To dw ikiM 
Siad up oo amy wind ihjF choni nMlodiM ! 



And lift Ifar iMad !-B«bald Ifar n 
Radsam'd fiou nils, nucca'd tnna Ih* daii 
I,%lil halh miiilad Ilia hDoaa (rf' ■noDming i 



Ght Willi Ih* im*\j'.— 
Gtf of God ! riitll rwi llw Bridd inin, 
And lb> bright lamp* ilwir fotive ndtaooa pour. 
And tb* BiomptMl hjnna iby r^nib of JC7 nrton ! 




LAST CONSTANTINE. 



Tbon MriTOt Dubly, 

Whao bauti of deiner HoflT pertupi tutd wiik j 

And o'er thf Gdl if il ba n decread, 

Good naa will rooum, aod brave naa will ibad Han 

Fame I look not hi, 

Bui to nulain, in HnTen'a all-aeeing eye, 
Baibre my fellow-men. in mine own tigb^ 
Wiib graceful virtus uid beccmir^ prida, 
Tbe digniiy and honour of a man. 
ThiB Ritioa-d aa I am. I will do aU 
lltal nun may do. 

Miaa atiLUft CaUkntiBt PUaolqrM 




LAST CONSTANTINE. 



Tbb firei grew pale on Rome'i deserted ihrines, 
In the dim grot the Pythia'a voice had died 
— Shout, for the City of the Constantines, 
The rinng C!tj of the billow-side, 
The Qty of the Crow! — great Ocean'i bride, 
Crown'd from her birth she spruDgl — Long ages 

And still she look'd in glory o'er the tide, 
Which at her feet Barbaric riches cast, 
Pour'd by the burning East, all joyously and fast. 

U. 

Long ages past — they left her porphyry halts 
Still trod by kingly footsteps. Gems and gold 
Broidcr'd her mantle, and her castled walls 
Frown 'd in their strength; yet there were signs 

which told 
The days were full. The pure high faith of old 
Was changed; and on her silken couch of sleep 
She lay, and murmur'd if a rose-leaTs fold 
071) 
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Disturb'd her dreams; aod call'd her slaves to 
keep 
Their watch, that no rude sound might reacli her 
o'er the deep. 

III. 
But there are sounds that from the regal dtvelling 
Free hearts and fearless only may exclude; 
'TU not alone the wind at midnight swelling. 
Breaks on the soft repose by Luxury woo'd ! 
There are unbidden footsteps, which intrude 
Where the lamps glitter, and the wiiie-cup flows. 
And darker hues have stain'd the marble, strcw'd 
With the fresh myrtle, and the short-lived rose, 
Ind Parian walls have rung to the dread march 
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Od tbeir white foam-wreaths, fnxn the ludden 

flashing 
Of Tartar spean, whoK rank* are thickening bxL 
There iwells a savage trumpet on the blast, 
A music of the deserts, wild and deep, 
Wakening strange echoes as the shores are past. 
Where low 'midst Ilion's dust her conquerors sleep, 
O'ershadowiag with high names each rude sepulchral 

heap. 

VI. 
War from the West I — the snows on Tilracian hills 
Are loosed by Spring's warm breath; yet o'er 

the lands 
Which Uasmus girds, the chainlets mountain rills 
Pour down less swiftly than the Moslem bands. 
War from the East! — 'midst Araby's lone sands. 
More lonely now the few bright founts may he. 
While Ishmacl's bow is bent in warrior-hands 
Against the Golden City of the Sea;(l) 
— Oh! for a soul to fire thy dust, Thermopylas! 

VII. 

Hear yet again, ye mighty t — where are they, 
Who, with their green Olympic garlands crown'd, 
Leap'd up in proudly beautiful array, 
As to a banquL-t gathering, at the sound 
Of Persia's clarion? — far and joyous round. 
From the pine-forcxts, and the mountain-snowa, 
And the low sylvan valleys, to the bound 
Of the bright waves, at Freedom's voice they rose ! 
— Hath it no thrilling tone to break the tomb's reposeT 



% 
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VIII. • - 

Ihey slumber with their swords! — the oHve sbadca 
T vain arc whLsperiiig their immortal tale! 
I vain the spirit of the past pervades 
:; soft winds breathing through each Grecian 

I- Yet must thou wake, though all unarm'd and 

pale, 
[evoted Qty! — Lol the Moslem's spear, 

I from its vintage, at thy gales; his sail 
Ipon thy waves, bis trumpet in thine ear! 
Iwake and summon those, who yet, perchance, 
may hear ! 

IX. 

£ hush'd, thou faint and feeble voice of weeping ! 
t ye the banner of the Cross on high. 

1 call on chiefs who»; noble sires are sleeping 
I their proud graves of sainted chivalry, 
[etieath the palms and cedars, where Ihey sigh 
> Syrian gales! — The sons of each brave line, 
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Swell'd the cnuader's hymn I — Then gird thou oa 
Thine armour, Eaateni Queen I and meet the hour, 
Which v&ita thee ere the daj'i fierce work ii 

d<»ie, 
With a strong heart ; ao may thj helmet tower 
Unahiver'd through the storm, for generous hope ii 

power! 

XI. 

But linger not, — array thy men of m^tl 
The shores, the seas are peopled with thy foea. 
Aims through thy cypress-groves are gleamiiif 

bright. 
And the dark huntsmen of the wild repose 
Beneath the shadowy marble porticoes 
Of thy proud villas. Nearer and more near. 
Around thy walls the sons of battle close; 
Each hour, each moment, hath its sound of fear, 
Which the deep grave alone is charteHd not to hear. 

xn. 

Awayt bring wine, bring odours to the ahade, (^ 
Where the tall pine and poplar blend <m high I 
Bring roses, exquisite, but socm to fade I 
Snatch every brief delight, — since we must die!— 
Yet is the hour, degenerate Greeks ! gone by, 
For feast in vine- wreathed bower, or pillar'd haU ; 
Dim gleams the torch beneath yon fiery sky. 
And deep and hollow is the tambour's call. 
And from the startled hand th' untasted cup will (aU. 
V0L.UI. 16 
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xm. 

The night, the glorious oriental night, 
Hath lost the silence of her purple heaven, 
With its clear stars! The red artillery's light. 
Athwart her worlds of tranquil splendour driven. 
To the still firmament's expanse hath given 
Its own fierce glare, wherein each cliff and tower 
Starts wildly forth; and now the air is riven 
With thunder- bursts, and now dull smoke-clouds 
lower, 
Veiling the gentle moon, in her most hallow'd hour. 



XIV. 
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Hdr of the Oesars ! did that lineage b^;b, 
Which, as a triumph to the grave, hath paai'd 
With its long march of sceptred imagery, (4) 
Th* heroic mantle o'er th; spirit cast? 
— Tbon of an eagle-race the noblest and the hut I 



XVL 

Vain dreanwl upon that ^irit bath descended 
light from the tivii^ Fountain, whence each thought 
Springs pure and holy ! In that eye is blended 
A spitrk, with Earth's triumphal memories fraught. 
And far within, a deeper meaning, caught 
From worlds unseen. A hope, a lofty trust. 
Whose resting place on buoyant wing is sought, 
(Though through its veil, seen darkly from the dust,) 
In realms where Time no more hath power upon 
the jusL 

XVII. 

Those were proud days, when on the battle-plain, 
And in the sun's bright face, and 'midst the array 
Of awe-struck hosts, and circled by the slain. 
The Roman cast his glittering mail away, (5) 
And while a silence, as of midnight, lay 
O'er breathless thousands, as his voice who started, 
Call'd on the unseen, terrific powers that sway 
The heights, the depths, the shades; then fear- 
less-hearted, 
Girt on hb robe of death, and for the grave departed. 
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xvm. 

But then, around him as the javelins rush'd. 
From earth to heaven swell'd up the loud acclaim; 
And, ere his heart's last free hbation gush'd. 
With a bright smile the warrior caught his name, 
Far floating on the winds! And Victory came, 
And made the hour of that immortal deed 
A life in flcry feeling I Valour's aim 
Had sought no loftier guerdon. Thus to bleed. 
Was to be Roine's high star ! — He died — iind bad 
his meed. 

XIX. 

But praise — and dearer, holier praise, be theirs. 
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Bat to &at Spirit, baUowing, aa it tries 
l&o's bkldea soul in whiapers, jet more strong 
Than storm or earthquake's voice ; for thtnce arise 
All that mysterious world's onaeen sublimities. 

XXL 

Well al^ ti^r name, brave ConstantiDe I awake 
Such thon^t, such feeling! — But the scene again 
Bursts on my vison, as the daj-beams break 
Through the red sulphurous mists I the camp, the 

plain. 
The terraced palaces, the dome-capt fane, 
With its bright cross fix'd high in crowning grace; 
Spears on the ramparts, gallejs on the main. 
And, circling all with arms, that tarban'd race. 
The sun, the desert, stamp'd in each dark, haugb^ 
face. 

xxn. 

Shout, ye seven hills! Lot Christian peDOons 

streaming 
Red o'er the waters ! (6) Hail, deliverers, hail ! 
Along your billowy wake the radiance gleaming. 
Is Hope's own smile I they crowd the swelling nil, 
Oo, with the foam, the sun-beam, and the gale, 
Borne, as a victor's car! The batteries pour 
Their clouds and thunders; but the rolling veil 
Of smoke flontx up th' exulting winds before ! 
And oh I the glorious burst of that bright sea and shore I 
16» 
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xxin. 

The rocks, waves, ramparts, Europe's, Asia's coast, 
All throng'd ! one theatre for kingly war ! 
A monarch girt with his barbaric host. 
Points o'«r the beach his flashing scymetar! 
Dark tribes are tossing javeliDs from afar. 
Hands waving banners o'er eacji battlement. 
Decks, wjlh their serried guns, array'd to bar 
The promised aid ; but hark ! a shout is sent 
Up from the noble barks ! — the Moslem line is rent I 

XXIV. 
On, on through rushing Same, and arrowy shower, 
The welcome prows have cleft their rapid way. 
And, with llie shadows of the vesper-bour. 
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XXVI. 

It was a sad and •olenm task to bold 
Tbeir midnight-watch on that beleaguer'd wall I 
As the sea-wave beoeath the bastions roU'd, 
A sound of fate was in its rise and fall I 
The heavy clouds were as an empire's pall, 
The giant-Aadows of each tower and fane 
La; like the graves; a low, mysterions call 
Breathed in .the wind, and fmn the tmted plain 
A vcMce (^ omens rose, with each vrild martial sbwn. 

XXVIL 

For they might catch the Arab chatter's ndghing, 
The Thracian drum, the Tartar's drowsy sm^, 
Might almost hear the soldan's banner swayii^. 
The watch-word mutter'd in some eastern tongue. 
Then flash'd the gun's terrific light alraig 
The marble streets, all stillDeas — not repose: 
And boding thoughts came o'er themi dark and 

strong; 
For heaven, earth, air, speak auguries to those 
Who see their numbcr'd hours last pressing to the 

close. 

xxvm. 

But strength is from the mightiest! There is one 
Still in the breach and on the rampart seen, 
Whose cheek grows paler with each morning sun. 
And tells in sileoce how the night bath been. 
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In kingly halls, a vigil: yet serene, 
Aud there is Ihsit in his collected mien. 
To which the hearts of noble men. reply, 
With fires, partaking not this frame's mortality I 

XXIX. 
Yes ! call it not of lofty minds the fate, 
To paBS o'er earth in brightness, but alone ; 
High power was made their birthright, to create 
A thousand thoughts responsive to their own ! 
A thousand echoes of their spirit's tone 
Start into hfe where'er their path may be, 
Still following fast ; as when the wind hath blown 
O'er Indian groves, (7) a wanderer wild and free. 
Kindling and bearing flames afar from tree to tree ! 
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A cup mcH« bitter. On thy feTer'd brow 
The aemblaoce of that buoyant hope to wear, 
Wbkh long had pan'd away; alone to 1>ear 
The Aid) aod pressure of dark thoughts, that came 
As a strong hillow in their weight of care; 
And, with all this, to smile I for earth-bom' frame 
^MK are stem conflicts, jet they pass, nnknowa 



xxxn. 

Her glance is on the triumph, on the field, 
On the red scafibld ; and where'er, in nght 
Of human eyes, the human k>uI is steei'd 
To deeds that seem as of inunortal might, 
Yet ere proud nature's I But her meteor-l^t 
Can pierce no depths, no clouds ; it falls not where. 
In silence, and in secret, and in night, 
The noble heart doth wrestle with de^Miir, 
And rise more strong than death from its onwit- 
nesi^d prayer. 

XXXIII. 
Men have been firm in battle : tbey have stood 
With a prevailing hope on ravaged plains. 
And won the birthright of their hearths with blood, 
And died rejoicing, 'midst their ancient fanes. 
That so their children, undefiled with chains. 
Might worship there in peace. But they that stand 
When not a beacon o'er the wave remains, 
Link'd but to perish with a ruin'd land. 
Where Freedom dies with them— call thex a nar- 
tyr-band ! 



190 THB LAST COXSTANTntB. 

XXXIV. 
But the world heeds them not. Or if, perchance, 
Upon their strife it bend a careless eye, 
It is but as the Roman's stoic glance 
Fell on that stage where man's last agony 
Was made his sport, who, knowing one must die, 
Reck'd not which champion ; hut prepared the 

And hound the bloody wreath of victory. 
To greet the conqueror ; while, with calm disdain, 
The vantjuish'd proudly met the doom he met in vain, 

XXXV. 

The hour of Fate comes on ! and it is fraught 
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No comet fiercely shakes its blazing hair. 
And yet the dgns are full : too touly seen 
In the thina'd ramparts, in the pale despair 
Which lends one language to a people's mien. 
And in the ruin'd heaps where walls and towen 
have been I 

XXXVIL 

It is a night of beauty ; sach a night 
As, from the sparry grot or lanrel-sbade. 
Or wave in marbled cavern rippling bright, 
Might woo the nymphs of Grecian fount and glade 
To sport beneath its moonbeams, which pervade 
Their forest haunts : a night, to rove alone, 
Where the young leaves by vernal winds are 

■way'd. 
And the reeds whisper, with a dreamy tone 
Of melody, that seems to breathe from worlds nn- 

known. 

xxxvra. 

A night, to call from green Elysium's bowers 
The shades of elder bards : a night, to hold 
Unseen communion with th' inspiring powers 
That made deep groves their dwelling-place of old; 
A night for mourners, o'er the hallow'd mould. 
To strew sweet Sowers; for revellers to fill 
And wreathe the cup; for sorrows to be txAi, 
Which love bath cberisb'd loi^; — vain thoughtsl 
be still! 
— It is a night of fate, stimp'd with Almighty Will I 
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XXXIX. 

It should come sweeping in the storm, and rending 
The ancient summits in its dread career ! 
And with vast bLlows wrathfully contending. 
And with dark clouds o'ershadomng every sphere I 
— But He, whose footstep shakes the earth «-ith fear. 
Passing to lay the sovereign cities low, 
Ahke in His omnipotence is near. 
When tlie soft winds o'er spring's green pathway 
blow. 
And when His thunders cleave the monarch-moun- 
tain's brow. 

XL. 
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And arm'd Revenge, all hurrying past below I 
But there ia yet a more appalling sight 
F<»- earth prepared, than e'er, with tranquil brow. 
Ye ga2ed on from your world o( solitude and now I 

XLtt. 

Last night a ooond was in the Moslem camp, 

And Asia's hills re-ecboed to a crj 

CH" savage mirth! — W^d horn, and war-steedi^ 

tramp. 
Blent with the shout of barbarous revelry, 
The clash of desert-spears ! Last night the sky 
A hue of menace and of wrath put on, 
Caught from red watch- (ires, blazing far and high. 
And countless, as the flames, in ages gone. 
Streaming to heaven's bright queen from shadowy 

Lebanon I 

xun. 

But all is stillness now. May this be sleep 
Which wraps those eastern thousands? Yes, per- 
chance 
Along yon moonlight shore and dark-blue deep, 
Bright are their visions with the Houri's glance. 
And they behold the sparkling fountains dance 
Beneath the bowers of paradise, that died 
Rich odours o'er the faithful; but the lance. 
The bow, the spear, now round the slumberers 
^read. 
Ere Fate fulfil such dreams, must rest bende the dead. 
VoL.m. 17 
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XLIV. 

May this be sleep, this huah? — A sleepless eye 
Doth hold its vigil 'midst Ihnt dusky race! 
One that would scan th' abyss of destiny. 
E'en now is gazing on the skies, to trace. 
In those bright worlds, the burning isles of space, 
Fate's mystic pathway : they the while, serene, 
Walk in their beauty ; but Mohammed's face 
Kindles beneath their aspect, (9) and his mien, 
All fired with stormy joy, by that soft light b seen. 

XLV. 

Oh ! wild presumption of a conqueror's dream 
To gaze on those pure altar-fires, enshrined 



THE LAST OONSTANTniB. 19fi 

Rang through the Capitol ; bright sphere* I roU on I 
Still bright, though empires fall ; aad bid man cast 

ICs bumbled e^ to earth, and commune with tbt 
past. 

XLVn. 
For it hath mighty lessons! from the tomb, 
And from the ruins of the tomb, and where, 
Ifidst the wreck'd cities in the desert's gloom. 
All tameless creatures make their savage lair, 
TTience comes its voice, that shakes the midnight air, 
And calls up clouds to dim the laughing day. 
And thrills the soul; — ;et bids us not despair. 
But make one rock our shelter and our stay. 

Beneath whose shade all else is pasnng to decay I 

XLVIU. 
The hours nwve oo. I see a wavering gleam 
O'er the hush'd waters tremulously fall, 
Pour'd from the Caesars' palace: now the beam 
Of many lamps is brightening m the hall, 
And from its long arcades and pillars tall, 
SoA, graceful shadows undulating lie 
Od the wave's heaving bosom, and recall 
A thought of Venice, with her moonlight sky, 
And festal seas and domes, and fairy pageantiy. 

XLIX. 
But from that dwelling floats no mirthful sound I 
The swell of flute and Grecian lyre no more. 
Wafting an atmosphere of music round. 
Tells the husli'd seaman, gliding past the shore. 
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How monarchs revel there ! — Its feasts are o'er — 
Whj gleam the lights along its colonnade? 
— 1 see a train of guests in silence pour 
Through its long avenues of terraced shade, 
Whose stately founts and bowers for joy alone were 
made ! 



In silence, and inarms! With helm — with sword — 
These are no marriage-garments I — Yet e'en now 
Thy nuptial feast should grace the regal board, 
Thy Georgian bride should wreath her lovely 

brow 
With an imperial diadem ! (10)— but thou, 
fated prince! art call'd, and these with thee. 
To darker scenes; and thou hast learn'd to bow 
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Ul. 



And the; have reacb'd a gorgeous chamber, bright 
With all we dream (^ splendour; jet a gloom 
Seems gather'd o'er it to the boding nght, 
A shadow that anticipates the tomb! 
Still from its fretted roof the lamps illume 
A purple canopy, a golden throne; 
But it is empty! — Hath the stroke of doom 
Fallen there already T — Where is He, the One, 
Bom tiiat high seat to fill, supremely and idmeT 

LHI. 

Oh ! there are times whose pressure doth efi&ce 
Earth's vain distinctions! — when the storm heats 

loud, 
^^lien the strong towers are tottering to their base. 
And the streets rock, — who mingle in the crowdT 
— Peasant and chief, the lowly and the proud. 
Are in that throng ! — Ves, life hath many an hour 
Which makes us kindred, by one chastening bow'd, 
And feeling but, as from the storm we cower. 
What shrinking weakoess feels before unbounded 

power! 

LIV. 

Yet then that Power, whose dwelling is on h^, 
Its loftiest marvels doth reveal, and speak 
In the deep human heart more gloriously. 
Than in the bursting thunder ! — Thence the weak. 
They that seem'd,forin'd, as flower-stems, but to 
break 
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With the first wind, have risen to deeds, whose 

Still calls up thoughts that mantle to the cheek. 
And thrill the pulse ! — A;^, strength no pangi; could 

Hath look'd from woman's e^e upon the sword and 



flame! 



LV. 



And this is of such hours! — That throne is void. 
And its lord comes, uncrown'd. Behold him stand. 
With a calm brow, where woes have not destroy'd 
The Greek's heroic beauty, 'midst his band. 
The guthcr'd virtue of a sinking land, 
Alas! how scanty! — Now is cast aside 
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LVn. 

Wa words are full of laith I — And Uwoghti, more 

high 
Than Rome e'er IcDew, now fill his glance with 

light; 
Thoughts which give nobler leaMos bow to die 
Than e*er were drawn from Nature's bai^tf 

might! 
And to that eje, with all the spirit bright, 
Have theirs replied in tears, which may not diame 
The bravest in such moments! — 'Tis a aght 
To make all earthly splendours cold and tame, 
— That generous burst of soul, with its electric flaoie ! 

Lvra. 

They weep — thoae champions of the cross — tbey 

weep. 
Yet vow themselves to death I — Ay, 'midst that 

train 
Are martyrs, privileged in tears to steep 
Their lofty sacrifice! — The pang is vain, 
And yet its gush of sorrow shall not stain 
A warrior's sword. — Those men are strangers 

here (II) — 
The homes, they never may behold again, 
lie far away, with all things blest and dear. 
On laughing shores, to which their barks no more 

shall steer I 
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LIX. 

Know'st thou the land where hloom the orange 

bovvers? (12) 
Where through dark foliage gleam the citron's 

dyes; 
It is their own. They see their fathers' towers, 
'Midst its Hesperian groves in sunlight rise: 
They meet in soul, the bright Italian eyes. 
Which long and vainly shall explore the main 
For their white siiil's return : the melodieti 
Of that sweet land are floating o'er their brain — 
— Oh 1 what a crowded world one moment may 

contain 1 

LX. 
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Cootei on the windT — It is an empire^ knell, 
fflow, Hul, majestic, pealing through the ni^t! 
For the last time speaks forth the solenm bell, 
Which calls the Oiristiaos to their boliert rite. 
With a funereal voice of soUtarj migbt. 

LXU. 
Again, and yet again! — A startling power 
In sounds like these lives ever; for they beer 
Full on remembrance each eventful hour, 
Chequering life's crowded path. They fill the air 
When conquerors pass, and fearful cities wear 
A mien like joy's; and when young brides are led 
From their paternal homes; and when the glare 
Of burning streets, on midnight's cloud, waves red, 
And when the silent house receives its guest— the 
dead. (13) 

LXIII. 

But to tboee tones what thrilling soul was given. 
On that last night of empire! — As a spell 
Whereby the life-blood to its source is driven, 
On the chill'd heurt of multitudes they fell. 
Each cadence aeem'd a prophecy, to tell 
Of sceptres passing from their line away. 
An angel-watcher's long and sad farewell. 
The requiem of a faith's departing sway, 
A throne's, a nation's dii^, a wail for earth's decay. 

LXIV. 
Again, and yet again! — from yon high dome, 
Still the slow peal comes awfully ; and they 
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Who never more to rest in mortal home 
Shall throw the breastplate off at fall of day, 
Th' imperial band in close and arm'd array, 
As men that from the sword must part no more. 
Take through the midnight streets their silent way, 
Within their ancient temple to adore, 
Ere yet its thousand years of Christian pomp are o'er. 

LXV. 

It is the hour of sleep : yet few the eyes 
O'er which forgetfulness her balm hath shed, 
In the beleagur'd city. Stillness lies 
With moonlight, o'er the hills and waters spread, 
But not the less with signs and sounds of dread. 
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— No! — what are these? — for tbem a cup it 
pour'd{14) 
More dark with wrath; — JlSan comes — the tptxler 

and the sword. 

LXVll 
Still as the mooarch and his chieftains pass 
Through those pale thnn^ the streaming torch- 
light throws 
Od some wild form, amidst the living man, 
Hues deeply i^d, like lava's which disclose 
What countless shapes are worn b; mortal woes I 
Lips bloodless, quivering limbs, hands clasp'd in 

prayer. 
Starts, tremblings, hurryings, tears; all outward 

Betokening inward agonies, were there : 
Greeks! Romans! all but such as image brave 



Lxvni. 

But high above that scene in bright repose. 
And beauty borrowing from the torches' gleam* 
A mien of life, yet where no life-blood flows. 
But all instinct with loftier being seems, 
Pale, grand, colossal; lo! th' embodied dreams 
Of yore ! — Gods, heroes, bards, in marble wrought, 
Look down, as powers, upon the wild extremes 
Of mortal passion! — Yet 'twas man that caught. 
And in each glorious form enshrined inunortal 
thought I 
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LXIX. 
Stood ye DOt thus amidst the streets of Rome ? 
That Rome which witness'd in her sceptred days, 
So much of noble death ? — When shrine and dome, 
'Midst clouds of incense, rung with choral lays, 
As the toDg triumph pass'd with all its blaze 
Of regal spoil, were ye not proudly borne. 
Oh sovereign forms, concentering all the rays 
Of the soul's lightnings ? — did ye not adorn 
The pomp which earth stood still to gaze on and to 
mourn ? 



LXX. 
Hath it been thus^ — Or did ye grace the halls, 
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Bf sufierii^, speaks; — each ruder voice bath dted. 
While his implores forgireneaB! — "If there be 
One 'midst your throngs, my people I — wboin in 

pride, 
Or passion, I have wrong'd-, such pardcxi, tree 
As mortals hope from Heaven, accord that maD to 

me." 

LXXII. 

But all is Klence ; and a gush o( tears 
Alone replies ! — He hath not been of those 
Who, fear'd by many, pine in secret fears 
Of all ; th' environ'd but by slaves and foes, 
To whom day brings not safety, night repose, 
For they have heard the voice cry, "iUqt no 

morel" 
Of them he hath not been, nor such, as close 
Their hearts to nmerj, till the time is o'er. 
When it speaks low and kneels th' oppressor's throne 

before! 

Lxxin. 

He hath been loved — but who may trust the love 
Of a degenerate race T — in other mould 
Are cast the free and lofty hearts, that prove 
Their faith through fiery trials, — yet behold. 
And call him not forsaken, — thoughts untold 
Have lent his aspect calmness, and his tread 
Moves firmly to the shrine. — What pomps unfold 
Within its precinctsl — isles and seas have shed 
Their gorgeous treasures there, around th' impe- 
rial dead ! 
Vol. hi. IS 
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LXXIV. 



'Tis a proud vision — that most regal pile 
Of ancient dajst — the lamps are streaming bright 
From its rich altar, down each pillar'd isle, 
Whose vista fades in dimness; but the sight 
Is lost in splendours, as the wavering light 
Developes on those walls the thousand dyes 
Of the vein'd marbles, which array their height. 
And from yoii dome, (16) the lode-star of all eyes. 
Pour such an iris-gtow as emulates the skies. 

LXXV. 
But gaze thou not on these ; though heaven's own 

In their soft clouds and radiant tracery vie; 
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A nifiererl — but hn taak AM non be d(»e-~ 

E'en DOW, as Faith's myBterioiu cup ia potir'dt 

See to that noble brow, peace, not <tf earth, restored I 

Lxxvn. 

The rite is o'er. The band of brethren part. 

Once — and but once — to meet on earth again I 

Each in the strength of a collected heart. 

To dare what man may dare — and know tis -nia I 

The rite ia o'er, and thou, majestic fane I 

The glory is departed from thy brow I 

Be clothed with dust I — the Christian's larewdl 

strain 
Hath died within thy walls ; thy Cron must bow. 
Thy kingly tombs be spoii'd ; thy golden shrines laid 
low! 

Lxxvm. 

The streets grow still and lonely — and the star, 
The last bright lingerer in the path of mom. 
Gleams faint; and in the very lap of war. 
As if young Hope with Twilight's rays were bom. 
Awhile the city sleeps 1 — her throngs, o'erwora 
With fears and watchings, to their homes retire ; 
Nor is the balmy air of day-spring torn 
With battle sounds; (17) the winds in sighs expire. 
And Quiet broods in mists, that veil the snnbeain's 
fire. 

LXXIX. 

The city sleeps I — ay I on the combat's eve. 
And by the scafibld's brink, and 'midst the swdl 
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Of angry seas, hath Nature won reprieve 

Thus from her cares. The brave have slumber'd 

well. 
And e'en the fearful, in their dungeon-cell, 
Chain'd between Life and Death ! — Such rest be 

thine, 
For conflicts wait thee still! — Yet who can tell 
In that brief hour, how much of Heaven may 

shine 
Full on thy spirit's dreaml — Sleep, weary Constan- 

tine! 

LXXX. 
Doth the blast rise? — the clouded East is red. 
As if a storm were gathering ; and 1 hear 
What seems like heavy rain-drops, or the tread. 
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And the earth rocks beneath thdr ei^inei' nraj. 
And the far hills repeat their battle-crj. 
Till that fierce tumult seems to shake the vaulted 
sk;! 

LXXXIL 

77ey fail not now, the generous baik!, that loi^ 
Have ranged their swords around a falling throae; 
Still in those fearless men the walls are strong. 
Hearts, such as rescue empires, are thar own I 
Shall those high energies be vainly shown T 
No ! from their towers tb' invading tide is driven 
Back, like the Red-Sea waves, when God had 

blown 
With his strong winds! (18) — the dark-brow'd 

ranks are riven ^ 
Shout, warriors of the cross! — for victory is of 

Heaven ! 

LXXXUI. 

Stand firm! — Again the crescent host is rushing. 
And the waves foam, as on the galleys sweep. 
With all their fires and darts, though blood k 

gushing 
Fast o'er their sides, as rivers to the deep. 
Stand firm! — there yet is hope — th' ascent m 

steep. 
And from on high no shaft descends in rain; 
— But those that fall swell up the mangled heap. 
In the red moat, the dying and the slain. 
And o'er that fearful bridge th' assailants mount 

again! 
18 • 
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Lxxxrv. 

Oh ! the dread mingrmg, in that awful hour, 
Of all terrific sounds! — the savage lone 
Of the wild horn, the cannon's peal, the shower 
Of hissing darts, the crash of walls o'erthrown. 
The deep, dull tambour's beat ! — man's voice alone 
Is there unhettrd ! Ye may not catch the cry 
Of trampled thousands — prayer, and shriek, and 

moiin, 
All drown'd, as that fierce hurricane sweeps by. 
But swell the unheeded sum earth pays for victory I 

LXAXV. 
War-clouds have wrapt the city! — through their 

dun 
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And itanch the blood-drops, Genoa** faUen 10111(30) 
F); swifter yet ! the javelins pour as haQ I 
— But there are tortures which thou canst not 
shun, 
The spirit is thar prey ; — thy pangs are bnt began I 

Lxxxvn. 

Obt happy in their homes, the noble dead I 

The seal » set on their majestic &me; 

Earth has drunk deep the generous blood they 

shed, 
Fate has no power to dim their stainless name: 
TTtey may not, in one bitter moment, shame 
Long glorious years; from many a lofty stem 
Fall graceful flowers, and eagle-hearts grow tame» 
And stars drop, fading, from the difl4lftw ; 
But the bright paat is theirs — there is no change 

for ihemt 

LXXXVffl. 

Where art thou, Constantine ?— Where Deatti is 

reaping 
His sevenfold harvest! Where the sfaHmy %ht. 
Fast as tb' artillery's thunderbolts are sweeiMO^, 
Throws metcor<bursts o'er battle's noonday-night t 
Where the towers rock and crumble from their 

height. 
As to the earthquake, and the engines ply 
Like red Vesuvio: and where human might 
Confronts all this, and still brave hearts beat h^;h, 
While scymetars ring loud on shivering panoply. 
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LXXXIX. 

Where art thou, C/onstaDtineT — Where ChriBtian 

blood 
Hath bathed the walls in torrents, and in vain I 
Where Faith and Valour perish in the flood, 
Whose billows, rising o'er their bosoms, gain 
Dark strength each moment : where the gallant 

slain 
Around the banner of the cross lie strew'd. 
Thick as the vine-leaves on the autumnal plain ; 
Where all, save one high spirit, is subdued. 
And through the hreach press on the o'erwhelming 

multitude. 

XC. 
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And creati aod bannersi never mwe to wave 
In the free winds of heaven! — He ia of those 
O'er whom the host inaj riuh, the tempert rsTe» 
And the ateeds trample, and the ipearmen clow, 
Yet wake tbem not I — k> deep thdr loag and Uit 
repoael 

xcn. 

Woe to the vanqnUied I thoi it bath been atill. 
Since Time'i first march! — Hark, hark, a peo- 

ple'« crjl 
Ay ! DOW the conquerora in the atreets fulfil 
Their task of wrath! In vain the victiiDs flj; 
Hark 1 now each piercing tone of agony 
Blenda in the city'if shriek! — The lot is cast. 
Slaves, 'twas your cAoice, thus, rather thua, to die. 
Than where the warrior's blood flowa warm and 

fast. 
And rouaed and mighty hearts beat proudly to tbe 

hull 

xaii. 

Oh I well doth freedom battle! — Men have made, 
E'en 'midst their blazing roofs, a noble stand. 
And <Hi the floors, where once their children play'd. 
And by the hearths, round which their bousebcdd 

band 
At evening met ; ay I struggling hand to hand. 
Within the very chambers of their sleep, 
There have they taught the apoilers of the land, 
In chainless hearts what fiery strength lies deep, 
To guard free homes! — but ye I kneel, trembleral 

kneel and weep ! 
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XC3V, 

'Tis eve — the storm hath died — the valiaot rest 
Low on their shields ; the day's fierce work is donei 
And blood-stain'd sens and burning towers attest 
Its fearful deeds. An empire's race is run \ 
Sad, 'midst his glory, looks the parting sun 
Upon the caplive city. Hark I a swell 
(Meet to proclaim Barbaric war-fields won) 
Of fierce triumphal sounds, that wildly tell. 
The Soldan comes within the Caesars' halls to dwell! 

XCV. 

Yes 1 with the peal of cymbal and of gong, 

He comes, the Moslem treads those ancient balls ! 

But all is stillness there, as Death had long 
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To prove its truth : Idngs pile their domei in air. 
That the coil'd suake maj baak on icniptared 

■tone, 
And nations clear the forests, to prepare 
For the wild fox and wolf more stately dwellmgi 

there I 

xcvn. 

But thou ! that on thy ramparts proad^ ^J^t 
As a crown'd leader in such hours should die. 

Upon the pyre of shiver'd spears art tying, 
With the heavens o'er thee for a canopy. 
And banners for thy shroudl — No tear, no s^b. 
Shall mingle with thy dirge ; for thou art now 
Beyond vicissitude! Lo! rear'd on high. 
The Crescent blazes, while the Cron must bow; 
But where no change can reach, there, CoostaDtiDe, 
art thou! 

XCVIU. 

"After life's fitful fever, thou sleep'st welll" 
We may not mourn thee ! — Sceptred chiefs, from 

whom 
The earth received her destiny, and fell 
Before them trembling — to a sterner doom 
Have oft been cali'd. For them the dungeon'a 

gloom. 
With its cold starless midnight, hath been made 
More fearful darkness, where, as in a tomb. 
Without a toinb's repose, the chain hath weigh'd 
Their very soul to dust, with each high power decay'd. 
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XCIZ. 



Or in the eye of thousands they have stood, 
To meet the stroke of Death — but not like thee! 
From bonds and scaffolds hath appeal'd their blood, 
But thou didst fall unfetter'd, arm'd, and free. 
And kingly to the last! — And if it be 
That, from the viewless world, whose marvels none 
Return to tell, a spirit's eye can see 
The things of earth ; still may'st thou hail the sun. 
Which o'er thy land shall dawn, when Freedom'i 
fight tf won! 

a 

And the hour comes, in storm I — A light is glan- 
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And the blue waves of Salamis again 
Thrill to the trumpet; and the tombs reply 
With their ten thouBand echoes, from each plun. 
Far as Plata3a's, where the migh^ liCf 
Who crown'd w proudly there the bowl of liberty I (33) 

CIL 

Bright land with glory mantled o'er by •ongl 
Land of the vision-peopled hills and streami) 

And fountains, whose deserted banks along. 
Still the soft air with inspiration teems; 
Land of the graves, whose dwellers shall be themes 
To verse for ever ; and of ruin'd shrines 
That scarce look desolate beneath such beams, 
As bathe in gold thine ancient rocks and pines I 
— When shall thy sons repose in peace beneath tbeir 



an. 

TTum wert not made for bonds, nor shame, nor fear I 
— Do the hoar oaks and dark^een laurels wave 
O'er Mantineea's earth T — doth Pindus rear 
His snows, the sunbeam and the storm to brave T 
And is there yet on Marathon a grave T 
And doth Eurotas lead his silvery line 
By Sparta's ruins? — And shall man, a slavct 
Bow'd to the dust, amid such scenes repine t 
— If e'er a soil was mark'd for Freedom's step — 'tis 
thine ! 
Vol. 111. lU 
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CIV. 

Wash from that soil the stains, with battle-showers I 
— Beneath Sophia's dome the Moslem prays. 
The Crescent gleams amidst the ohve-bowers, 
In the Comncni's halls (23) the Tartar sways: 
But not for long! — the spirit of those days, 
When the three hundred made their funeral pile 
Of Asia's dead, is kindling, hke the rays 
Of thy rejoicing sun, when first his smile 
Warms the Parnassian rock, and gilds the Deiian isle. 



eft 




TBB LABT COHBTAIfTDn. 



Note 1. 
WkiU Ithma^t iov, ^ 
The tim; of Htbomet the Secood, at the ntga at Ccoianti- 
iMldA, WM throDged with ftiwtica of all Mcti and DatioB^ who 
were not enrolled UDongrt the re([ular troofN. The Saltan him- 
•elf nuTchad upon tho city from AdriuMple ; bat hit annj mnat 
hiTB becD priuciptllj collected in the Aaiatic proTincei, which ha 
hid previouil/ viaited. 

Notb 2. 

Bring wine, bring oiovrw, ^c 

Hoc vioa, at ongueDta, at niminm braroi 
Flora aoKeiHB ferre jube rc^ 

Hor. Uk ii «d. & 

Note 3. 
From the Seven T\>wert, 4^ 
l^e Cutle of the Seven Tower* it meotioaed in the Bjtutiam 
history, as earlj u the liith centurj of the Chiutian wm, u an 
edifice which contributed materially to the defeoce ofCoiMtUti- 
nople 1 and it was the principal bulwark of the town oo the coUt 
of the Propontia, in the latter period* of the emptre. For a d^ 
•criptioD of thi* building, aee Powjvesiile'i IVneU. 

Note 4. 
With itt kmg march of tceptrtd imagery. 
An altuiion to the RoawQ cuatotn of carrying in proewwoa, at 
the fiinenla of their greit men, the imageii of their ancastora. 
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NoTB 5. 
The Roniaii rast hit glittering mail away. 

The following wsa the ceremoBy of conaecralion with which 
Deciua devoted liimself in battle. He was ordered by VKlerios, 
the ponlifex maxiimia, to quit his military habit, and put on the 
robe he wore in the sennte. ValeriuB then covereid his head with 
a veil ; commanded him to put forth his hand under his robe Ic 
hie chin, and Btauding with both feet upon a javelin, to repeat 
these words ; " O Jnnus, Jupiter, Mars, Romulus, Beliona, and ye 
Litres and Navensiles! All ye heroes who dwell in heaven, and 
all ye goda who rule over us and our enemies, eBpecially ye gods 
of hell ! I honour you, invoke you, and humbly entreat you to 
prosper the aruis of the Romana, and \o transfer all fear and ter- 
ror from them to their enemies; and t do, for the safety of Iha 
Roman people, and their legions, devote myself^ and with myself 
' e army and auxiliaries of the enemy, to the infernal goda, and 

e gnddesa of the earth." DeciuB then, girding his robe around 
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that in tb« mitrj muod of the jew the IKetion oeewioaad hj a 
itroag dry wind will litenllj produce ^wrk* of Sre, which A^ 
quentlj Mttinf the woods in a bltie, exbitrit to the ipectalor iia- 
tiooed in a niltj lurroiiDded by rocki, a na^ifleeDt, though in- 
perfect circle of fira. NoU* (o XindenUi^* ^ccmmw ^ 

NOTB 8. 

Tfa «Newy erotes 

TboM wboileer their weatwaid comae throng tbanuddlacf 
the Propontia may at ooce deacry the high Undi <^ Thnet and 
Kthynia, and never IcNe eight of the lofty aummit of Hoont 

Otympoik covend with eternal nowa. Dactmi «mI FtO, 4«. 

ToL iiip^ 6. 

NoTS 9. 



./a« 

Kitidlt* beneath Iktir awpeel, <fw. 

Hahoroet IL waa greatly addicted to the study of astndogy. 

Hia calculations in thia acience led him to Sx npeo the mcming 

of the 29tb of May aa the fbrtnnate hoot Sat a genanl attach 

npoo the city. 

Note 10. 

Thy Otorgitm bride, ^e. 

Conatantine Palnologua waa betrothed toa Georgian princeaa; 

and the very apring which witneaaed the hll of Cooatantioople 

bad been fixed uptm aa the tioM for cooTeying the imperial Uida 

to that city. 

NoTB II. 

7%ate men are (frailer* iere. 
Many of the adherents of Constantine, in hia laat noble atand 
fiir the liberties, or rather the booour, of a &tling ampire, were 
fcceignen and chie0y Italtana. 
19* 
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Note 12. 
Knouiit ihou Ike land, ^e. 
This and the next lino are an tlmoet literal traotl&tion ftom ■ 
beautiful song' of Goethe's : 



Mil I 



!ib ilia gold orangai 

NoTB 13. 



gluha I Ac 



The idea expressed in this eIshzb is beautiAiUy ampMed in 
Schiller's poem " Das Lied der Glocke." 

Note 14. •• 

Hath the fierce phantom, ^. 

It ia said to be a Greek superstition that the plague in announced 

by the heavy rolling of an invisible chariot, heard in the Etreets 

midnight; and also by the appearance of a gigantic spectre, 

la the devoted poreon by name. 
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commanded, on pain of death, dnrioj the preceding nifhL Thii 
eircumatauce is finely alluded to bj HIm Baillie, in her tngadj 
of ComtaatiiM Palcoli^ui; 

" Silant ihall be Iba mank ; iKir dram, nnr ItOBnii 



It Falaoi^uM, Ad ir. 
" The march and labour of thooMnda" mnst, however) ae Gibbcn 
ofaMrres, "liaTe inevitably prodoced a atiange coofiinoD of di» 
cordant clamoun; which reached the tma of the watchman jb 
the towera." 

Note 18. 

The Jark-brmned ranla are rim. 

" After a conflict of two hours, the Greeks still maintained and 
preaerved their advanta^," mjs GiVboa. The ilreDtHMU ezot^ 
tkna of the Janicaries flnt turned the fortune of the day. 

NOTB 19. 

fhmt the Greek Jire (Aooto up, ^ 

" A cireamatance that distin^iihea the siege et Conrtutin^ 

pie is the reunion of the ancient and modem artillerj. Hm 

ballet and the battering-ram wore directed against the bum wall ; 

nor had the discovery of gunpowder superseded the use of the 

liquid and unextinguisbable fire." Decline and Fall, ^c^ 

ToL xii. p. 2ia 

Note 20. 

And ttaneh the blood^ropi, Genoa'* faUefi font 

"The immediate loeaof Coiutantinople ma; be ascribed to the 

bullet, or arrow, which pierced the gauntlet of John Juatiaiana 

(a Genoese chief) The sight of his blood, and exquisite pain, 

appalled the coumgc of the chief, whose arms and counsels were 

the Rrmest rampart of the citj." DecUnt and Fall, ^c, voL 

liL p. 239. 
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Note 21. 

The oic( vpnn Afratiab'3 touteri hafh mng 

Jler TDalch-fting, ^c. 
Mahomet II., on cnJp.ring, atler hia victory, the palace of th« 
Bvzantine emperors, vaa stronglj impressed with the ailencs and 
desolation which rcig'ncd witkin its precincts. " A melancholy 
refloction on the vicissitudes of human greatness (breed itself on 
hia mind, and he repeated an elegsnl dblich of Persian poetry : 
' The spider has wove hia web in the imperial palace, and the owl 
hath sung- her watch-song on the towers of Afrasiab.'" De- 
cline and Fall, ^-r,, vol. xii. p. 240. 

Note 22. 

The bowl of liberty. 

One of the ceremonies by which the battle of Platsa wu 

annnually commemoraled wa^, to crown with wine a cup called 

e Bowl nf LibcTty, which was ailerwards poured forth in liba> 



GREEK SONGS. 



I.— THE STORM OF DELPHI.* 

Fah tluough the Delphian sbadea 
An Eastern trumpet rung! 
And the startled eagle rusti'd on high, 
With a sounding flight through the fierj sky; 
And banners, o'er the shadowy glades. 
To the sweeping winds were flung. 

Banners, with deep-red gold 
All waving as a flame, 
And a fitful glance from the bright spear-head 
On the dim wood-paths of the mountain d>edi 
And a peal of Ana's war-notes, told 
That in arms the Persian came. 

He came with starry gems 
On his quiver and his crest; 
With starry gems, at whose heart the day 
Of the cloudless orient burning lay, 
And they cast a gleam on the laurel-stems. 
As onward his thousands press'd. 



■ See the tccoont cited frmn Herodotui, in Mitfiird's Orttce. 
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But a gloom fell o'er their way, 
And a heavy moan went by ! 
A moan, yet not like the wind's low swell. 
When its voice grows wild amidst cave and dell. 
But a mortal murmur of dismay, 
Or a warrior's dying sigh ! 

A gloom fell o'er their way! 
'Twas not the shadow cast 
By the dark pine liouglis, as they cross'd the blue 
Of the Grecian heavens with their solemn hue; — 
The air was iili'd with a mightier sway — 
But on the spearmen pass'd I 

And hollow to their tread, 

Came the echoes of the ground, 
d banners droop'd, as with dews o'erbonie. 
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And tbe PenUns gave a iboati 
But tbe marble-walls replied, 
With a clash of steel aod a nilleo roar 
Like heavy wheels cm the oceao-tbwe, 
And a savage trumpet's oote'pcal'd out. 
Till their hearts for terror diedl 

Od the armour of tbe god. 
Then a viewless band was laid; 
There were helm and q>ear, with a clanging din. 
And corslet brought from tbe shrine witbini 
From the inmost shrine of the dread abode, 
And before its front array'd. 

And a sudden silence fell 

Through the dim and loaded air! 
On tbe wild-bird's wing, and the myrtle spraj, 
And the very founts, in their silvery way. 
With a weight of sleep came down tbe spell. 
Till man grew breathless there. 

But the pause was broken soon I 
"Twas not by song or lyre; 
For the Delphian maids bad left their bowers. 
And the hearths were lone in the city's towers. 
But there burst a sound through the misty noon — 
That battle-noon of firet 

It burst fr<Hn earth and heaven ! 

It roll'd from crag and cloud I 

For a moment of the mountain blast, 

With a thousand stormy voices pass'd. 

And the purple gloom of the sky was rim. 

When tbe thunder peal'd aloud. 
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And the lightnings in their play 
Flash'd forth, like javelins thrown; 
Like sun-darts wing'd from the silver bow. 
They smote the spear and the turban'd brow, 
And the bright gems flew from the crests like spray. 
And the banners were struck down ! 

And fbe massy oak-boughs crasb'd 
To the tire -bolts from on high. 
And the forest lent its billowy roar, 
While the glorious tempest onward bore. 
And lit the streams, as they foam'd and daah'd. 
With the fierce rain sweeping by. 

Then rush'd the Delphian men 
On the pale and scattcr'd host; 




TUB BOWL OP UBBBTT. 



n.— THE BOWL OP LIBERTY.' 

Bbtoke the fiery sun. 
The sun that looks on Greece with cloudlen eye, 
Id the iree air, and on the war-field won. 
Our fothers crown'd the Bowl of Liberty. 

Amidst the tombs they stood, 
Tbe tombs of heroes! with the solemn skies. 
And the wide plain around, where patriot-blood 
Had steep'd the soil in hues of sacrifice. 

They call'd the glorious dead, 
In the strong faith which brings the viewless nigh. 
And pour'd rich odours o'er their battle-bed. 
And bade them to their rite of Liberty. 

They call'd them from the shades. 
The golden-fruited shades, where minstrels tell 
How flower light th' immortal clime pervades, 
And masic floats o'er meads of asphodel. 

Then fast the bright-red wine' 
Flow'd to their manea who taught the world to £e. 
And made the land's green turf a living shrine. 
Meet for the wreath and Bowl of Liberty. 

' This «nd the folloning piece Kppe&rad originsllj in tbe Nap 
Monthly Maftazine. 

•For an account of this ceremony, ancientlj per&nned in 
commemoration of the battle of PUtca, oee Porraa'a Amtiqm- 
tUt of Oretce. vol. L p. 389: 

Vol. III. 20 
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So the rejoicing earth 
Took from her vines again the blood she gave. 
And richer flowers to deck the tomb drew birth 
From the free soil thus hallow'd to the brave, 

fFe have the battle-6elda. 
The tombs, the names, the blue majestic sky. 
We have the founts the purple vintage yields ; 
— When shall we crown the Bowl of Liberty? 



ni.— THE VOICE OF SCIO. 

A VOTCE from Scio's isle — 
A voice of sone, a voice of old 



THB TOtCB or HCIO. 

And kingfl their turf have cromi'd I 
And ]H^!runs o'er the foaming wave 
Brought garlands there : n rest the brave* 

Who thus their bard have found I 



A voice irom Scio'a iaie, 
A voice aa deep bath riaen agun 
As far shall peal its thrilling strain. 

Where'er our sun mar smile t 

Let not its tones expire I 
Such power to waken earth and heaven 
And might and vengeance, ne'er was ghreo 

To mortal song or Ijre I 

Know ye not whence it comes T 
From ruin'd heartha, from burning fanes, 
From kindred blood on yon red plains. 

Prom desolated homes! 

Tis with us through the night! 
Tis on our bilb, 'tis in our sky — 
Hear it, ye heavens ! when swords Saak hi^ 

O'er the mid'Waves of fight ! 



GREEK sonoa. 



rV.— THE SPARTAJra MARCH.' 

" The Spartans used not the trumpet in their march into bat- 
tle," Bays Thucydides, " because Ihej wished not t« excite the 
rage of their uarriurs. Tlieir charging-Btep waa made to the 
> Dorian mood of flutes and soft recorders.' The valoar of s 
Spartan was too highly tempered to require a BtimDJog or a 
rousing impulse. His spirit was like a steed too proud tor the 
spur." Caupseu. on the Elegiac Poetry qfihe Greda. 

'TwAs morn upon the Grecian hilts. 
Where peasants dress'd the vines; 
Sunhght was on Gthieron'a rills, 
Arcadia's rocks and pines. 
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And the mountain-echoes of the land 
SweD'd through the deep-blue akj; 

While to >oft strains moved forth a band 
Of men that moved to die. 

They march'd not with the trumpet's blast. 

Nor bade the horn peal out, 
And the laurel groves, as on thej paas'd. 

Rung with no battle shout I 

They ask'd no clarion's voice to fire 
Their souls with an impulse high; 

But the Dorian reed and the Spartan lyre 
For the sons of liberty I 

And still sweet flutes, their path around 

Sent forth jEolian breath; 
They needed not a sterner sound 

To marshal them for death! 

So moved they calmly to their Geld, 

Thence never to return, 
Save bearing back the Spartan shield, 

Or on it proudly home I 



v.— THE URN AND SWORD: 
Trev sought for treasures in the b»nb| 
Where gentler hands were wont to spread 
Fresh boughs and flowers of purple bloom, 
And sunny ringlets, for Ihe dead.' 

> See Patter's Grwam AiUi^Mliat. mL ii p. 384. 
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They scatter'd far the greensward heap. 
Where once those hands the bright wine pour'd 
— What found they in the borne of sleep t — • 
A mouldering urn, a Hhiver'd sword! 

An urn, which held the dust of one 
Who died when hearths and shrinea were free; 
A Bword, whose work was proudly done 
Between our mountains and the sea. 

And these are treasures I — andismay'd. 
Still for the suffering land wc trust, 
Wherein the past its fame hath laid. 
With freedom's sword, and valour's dust. 




Still green I as when on bolj groond 
The tyrant's blood was pou^d: 

Forget ye not what garlands bound 
The young deliverer's sword I 

Though earth may shroud Hannodins now. 

We still have sword and myrtle bough I 



" In the El;aium o[ the uicientB, wo find none bat henes ud 
penona who htd either been fortunite or diatinguished on esitfa ; 
the children, Mid apparently the slaves snd lower cIsmbs, that is 
to m;, Poverty, Misfortune, and Itinocence, were baoiahad to tfaa 
infernal Regions. " CHATaAUSKunn, Oittie du OtrittUuume. 



Faik wert thou in the dreams 
or elder time, thou land of glorious flowers 
And aummcr winds and low-toned silvery stresmi. 
Dim with (he shadows of thy laurel bowers. 

Where, as they pass'd, bright hours 
heft no faint sense of parting, such as clings 
To earthly love, and joy in loveliest things! 

Fair wcrt thou, with the light 
On thy blue hills and sleepy waters cast 
From purple skies ne'er decp'ning into night. 
Yet soft, as if each moment were their last 

Of glory, fading fast 
Along the mountains! — but thy golden day 
Was not as those that warn us of decay. 



And ever, through thy shades, 
A swell of deep jEoliati sound went by. 
From founlaiti-voices in their secret glades. 
And low reed-wliispers, making sweet reply 

To summer's breezy sigh, 
And young leaves trembling to the wind's light breath. 
Which ne'er had toucli'd them with a hue of death I 

And the transparent sky 
Rung as a dome, all thrilling to the strain 
Of harps that, 'midst the woods, made harmony 
Solemn and sweet ; yet troubling not the brain 

With dreams and yearnings vain, 
And dim remembrances, that still draw birtfa 
From the bewitd'ring music of the earth.* 
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Tbey of the darii^ thought I 
Daring and powerful, yet to dost allied — 
Whose flight through stars, and seaa, and depthi, had 

sought 
The soul's far birthplace — but without a guide) 

Sages and seers, who died. 
And left the world their high tnysterknu dnuoh 
Bom 'midst the olive woods, by Grecian i 



But the most loved are they 
Of whom fame speaks not with her clarion VMce, 
In regal halls! — the shades o'erhang their wayi 
The vale, with its deep fountains, is their choice, 

And gentle hearts rejoice 
Around their steps; till silently they die, 
As a stream shrinks from summer's bumiDg eye. 

And these — of whose abode, 
'Midst her green valleys, earth retain'd no trace, 
Save a flower springing from their burial^od, 
A shade of sadness on some kindred &ce, 

A dim and vacant place 
In some sweet home; — thou hadst no wreaths for 

theae. 
Thou sunny land I with all thy deathlea treeal 

The peasant at his door 
Might sink to die when vintage feasts were spread, 
And songs on every wind ! From thtf bright dwre 
No lovelier vision floated round his head— 

Thou wert for nobler dead I 



He heard the bounding steps which roand him fell. 
And sigh'd (o bid the festal sun farewell! 

The slave, whose very tears 
Wure a forbidden luxury, and whose breast 
Kept the mute woes and burning thoughts of years. 
As embers in a burial-urn compress'd ; 

He might not be thy guest ! 
No gentle breathings from thy distant sky 
Came o'er his path, and whisper'd "IJbertyl" 

Calm, on its leaf-strewn bier, 
Unlike a gift of Nature to- Decay, 
Too rose-hke still, too beautiful, too dear, 
child at rest before the mother lay, 
L'ti so to pass away. 




Fade, with the amaranth plain, the mjrtle grove, 
Which could not yield ooe hope to KATOwing love/ 



' Tbe fbrm of thii poem wu ■ good deil ilterad bf Hra. H» 
muH KiDM 7e*ri ifter ita fint publicfttioo, and, thoogh dona aa 
{Mrfiapi to tdvuitage, one vwm wu omittod. Af aripi»Uf 
writtra, tbe two fbUowing etenxu ooaelnded tb* pecs— 

For Am mtal toTad an Ihaf 
Of whom Funa ipMln not wiU> h«f otarkM v«ia*t 
Id regal halli! iha ahidv a'vifaang tlwit war- 
He Tale, wiih iia daep fbualaiiK M tbair ebcaoak 

ADd (eolla heaila r^ioica 
Arauod their iMiai till lilaatly Ibay die, 



And tba worid know) dm thao. 
Not then, not ever, whai para ttungfan an Bad ! 
Yet Iheaa are ther. who oo the nula of mao 
Coma back, whao night her Iblding *etl hath ainad. 

T\n long-remamber'd dead ! 
Bat DM with iJiu migfal aoBht mn ftarj dwelt— 
Sada, &da awaj , Ihou abora of aqifaodal ', 



THE FUNERAL GENIUS; 

AN A^CIEP^T STATUE. 



" Deboat, couroDDe de Bears, les bns elevea et poeea nir n 
I^tc, ct le doa sppufo contre uq pin, ce genie eeinble exprioier 
par BOD Bttitude le ri'pos dea morts. Loa bu-reliefa dcs tom- 

beaux offi-enl souvenl des figures serobtables." Visooim, 

Destriplion dcs Aniiqufs du Muiee Royai, 



Thou shouldst be look'd on when the starlight falls 
Through the blue stillness of the summer-air, 
Not hy the torch-fire wavering on the walls — 
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Am tfiat of onet by miuic'i dreamy cloast 
On the wood'violets luU'd to deep repose. 

They fear'd not death I — yet who AaD ny fail tovch 

Thiu lightly falla od gentle thingi and birT 

Doth he bestow, or will he leave ao much 

Of tender beauty as thy features wear T 

Thou sleeper of the bower ! (m whose young eya 

So still a night, a night of summer, lies t 

Had tbey seen aught like thee 7 — Did some fair b<^ 
Thus, with his graceful hair, before them rest? 
— His graceful hair, no more to wave in joy. 
But drooping, as with heavy dews opprea'd: 
And his eye veii'd so softly by its fringe. 
And his lip faded to the white-rose tinge 1 

Oh ! happy, if to them the one dread hour 
Made known its leaaons from a brow like thine I 
If all their knowledge of the spoiler's power 
Came by a look so tranquilly divine ! 
— Let him, who thus hath seen the lovely part, 
Hold well that image to his thoughtful heart I 

But thou, fair slumberer ! was there less of woe. 
Or love, or terror, in the days of old. 
That men pour'd out their gladdening gpirit's flow. 
Like sunshine, on the desolate and cold. 
And gave thy semblance to the shadowy king. 
Who for deep souls had then a deeper sting T 
Vol. III. 21 
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In the dark bosom of the earth they laid 
Far more than we — for loftier faith is oura! 
Their gems were lost in ashes — yet they made 
The grave a place of beauty and of flowers. 
With fragrant wreaths, and summer boughs array'd, 
And lovely sculpture gleaming through the shade. 

Is it for us a darker gloom to shed 

O'er its dim precincts? — do we not intrust 

But for a time, its chambers with our dead. 

And strew immortal seed upon the dust? 

— Why should toe dwell on that which lies beneath. 

When living light hath touch'd the brow of death? 
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And stars are watching on their height. 
But dimlj seen through mist and cloud. 
And still and solemn is the light 
Which folds the plain, as with a glimmering shroud. 

And thou, pale night-queen! here thy beams 
Are not as those the shepherd loves. 
Nor look they down on shining streams. 
By Naiads haunted in their laurel groves: 

Thou seest no pastoral hamlet sleep. 
In shadowy quiet, 'midst its vines; 
No temple gleaming from the steep, 
'Midst the grey olives, or the mountain pines: 

But o'er a dim and boundless waste. 

Thy rays, e'en like a tomb-lamp's, brood. 

Where man's departed steps are traced 

But by his dust, amidst the solitude. 

• 
And be it thus! — what slave shall tread 

O'er freedom's ancient battle-plains T 

Let deserts wrap the glorious dead. 

When their bright Land sits weeping o'er her chains: 

Here, wherq the Persian clarion rung. 
And where the Spartan sword flash'd high. 
And where the paean strains were sung. 
From year to year swell'd on by liberty! 

Here should no voice, no sound, be heard. 
Until the bonds of Greece be riven. 
Save of the leader's charging word, 
Or the shrill trumpet, pealing up through heaven I 
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Rest in your silent homes, ye brave I 
No vines festoon your lonely tree!' 
No harvests o'er your war-field wave. 
Till rushing winds proclaim — the land is free! 



THE VIEW FROM CASTRI. 

FROM A PAINXraO BY WILLIAMS. 

There have been bright and glorious pageants here, 
Where now grey stones and moss-grown columns lie ; 
There have been words, which earth grew pale to 

Breathed from Ihe cavern's misty chambers nigh : 
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Stoniw have gone forth, which, io their fierce career, 
From his bold hand have rtruck the bamier and the 
spear. 

The shrine bath sunk! — but Ibon unchanged art 

there t 
Mount of the voice and vision, robed with droBina 
Unchanged, and rushing through the radiant air. 
With thy dark waving pinei, and fladuog ttreun, 
And all thj founts of song I their bright cooim 

teems 
With inspiration yet; and each dim haze. 
Or golden cloud which floats around thee, Kena 
As with its mantle veiling from our gaze 
The mjaterics of the past, the gods of elder dajt! 

Away, vain phantasies! — doth les of power 
Dwell round thy summit, or thy clifis invest. 
Though in deep Btillne« now, the ruin's flower 
Wave o'er the pillars mouldering on thy breast T 
— Liit through the free blue heavens thine arrowy 

crest! 
Let the great rocks their solitude regain! 
No Delphian lyres now break thy noontide rest 
With their full chords: — but ulent be the strain! 
Thou hast a mightier voice to speak th' Eternal's 
reign !' 

'This, with the pT«c«din(r, and several of tha IbUowing piaws, 
fint appeared in the Ediitimrgk JtUgaxiitt. 
21 • 
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THE FESTAL HOUR. 



When are the lessons given 
That shake the startled earth ? When wakes the foe 
While the friend sleeps? When falls the traitor's 
blow? 

When are proud sceptres riven, 
High hopes o'erthrowT? — It is when lands rejoicei 
When cities blaze and lift th' exulting voice, 
And wave Iheir banners to the kindling heaven! 

Fear ye the fesia! hour! 




THB FSBTAL HOUR. S4T 

Thnmgh Rome a triumph paai'd. 
Rich in her ron-god's mantling beams went bj 
That long array of glorious pageantry. 

With about and trumpet-blast. 
An empire's geim their starry ^lendour ihed 
O'er the proud march j a king in chains was ledf 
A stately victor, crown'd and robed, came last.' 

And many a Dryad's bower 
Had lent the laurels which, in waring play, 
Sttrr'd the warm air, and glisten'd round his way, 

As a quick-flashing shower. 
— O'er his own porch, meantime, the cyprew hung, 
Through his fair halls a cry of anguish rung — 
Woe for the dead! — the father's broken flower! 

A sound of lyre and aor^, 
In the still night, went floating o'er the Nile, 
Whoae waves, by many an old mysterious pile, 

Swept with that voice along; 
And lamps were shining o'er the red wine's foam 
Where a chief rerell'd in a monarch's dome. 
And fresh roae-garlands deck'd a glittering throng. 

Twas Antony that bade 
The joyous chords riug out! — but strains arose 
Of wilder omen at the banquet's close I 

Sounds, by no mortal made,* 

' Pauliu ^Emilius, one of whose soiu died a few da^ befera, 
uid onnther thortljr after, hie triumph on the conqueat of Mme9- 
don, when Peraeus, king of thit country, was led io chains. 

'See the description fiven hj Plutarch, in his life of Antooj, 
of the Bupematura] sounds beud in tbeaUeets of Alexandria, lbs 
night belbre Aotonj'i death. 





* 
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Shook Alexandria through her streets that night. 
And pass'd — and with another sunset's light, 
The kiogly Roman on his bier was laid. 

Bright 'midst its vineyards lay 
The fair Campaiiiiin city,' with its towers 
And temples gleareiing through dark olive-bowera, 

Clear in the golden day; 
Joy was around it as the glowing sky, 
And crowds had fill'd its halls of revelry, 
And all the sunny air was music's way. 

A cloud came o'er the face 
Of Italy's rich heaven!— its crystal blue 
Was changed, and dcepen'd to a wrathful hue 
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Tarn we to other climeal — 
Far in the Dratd-Isle a feast was ipread, 
'Midst the rock-altars of the warrior dead :' 

And ancient battle-rhymes 
Were chanted to the harp.; and jellow mead 
Went flowing round, and tales of martial deed, 
Aod loftj loogs of Britain's elder tintei 

But, ere the giant-fane 
Cbst its broad shadows on the robe of even, 
Hush'd were the bards, and in the &ce of beavcD, 

O'er that old burial-plain 
Flash'd the keen Saxon da^er! — Blood was streaming 
Where late the mead-cup to the sun was gleamii^, ■ 
And Britain's hearths were heap'd that n^ht in vaiit— 

For they return'd no more! 
They that went forth at morn, with reckless heart. 
In that 6erce banquet's mirth to bear their part; 

And, on the rushy floor, 
And the bright spears and bucklers of the walls, 
The high wood- fires were blazing in their halls; 
But not for them — they slept — their feast was o'er I 

Fear ye the festal hour I 
Ay, tremble when the cup of joy o'erflows! 
Tame down the swelling heart! — the bridal rose. 

And the rich myrtle's flower 

' Slonehengs, Mid bj some traditionB In have been erected to 
the mcmorj' of Ambroaiiu, in earijr Brititb kia; ; uid bjr otberi 
mentioned u s monumentAl record of tfas nuwMcre of Britiih 
cbiels bere illudcd ta 
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Have veil'd the sword ! — Red wines have sparkled fast 
From venom'd goblets, and soft breezes paas'd. 
With fatal perfume, through the revel's bower. 



Twine the young glowing wreath I 
But pour not all your spirit in the song. 
Which through the sky's deep azure floats along 

Like summer's quickening breath ! 
The ground is hollow in the path of mirth : 
Oh ! far too daring seems the joy of earth) 
So darkly press'd and girdled in by death ! 



SONG OF THE BATTLE OF HORGARTEN. 



« In the yeu 1315, SwitMrlux) wu innded bj Doko LtapM 
of Austria, with n formidable annj. It ii well attelted tb*t (ba 
prince repeated); declared be 'would tr«ni]^e the •ndaeiooa n» 
tiei ander biafeet;' and tbat be had pracarad a large ftock of 
cordage, (bt the pnrpoM of bbding tbeir ehisfi^ and pultin( Ibsm 
to death. 

" The 15th October, 1315, dawned. The hid darted iU fint 
rafa OD the ahields and armour of the advancing hoBt; and Ihia 
being the first army ever known to have attempted the ftcatien 
of the caDton^ the SwUe viewed ita long line with varioua eoMV 
tiona. Montfort de Tettnang led Ihe cavalry into the narrow fmm, 
and soon filled the whole apace between the mountain (Moont 
Sattel) and the lake. The fifty men on the eminence (above 
Morgarten) raised a sudden about, and rolled down beapaof rocki 
and atones among the crowded ranks. The confederates on the 
mountain, perceiving the impression made bj this attack, nubed 
down in close arraj. and fell apon the flank of the disordered 
column. With massy clubs the; daahed in pieces the armour of 
the enemy, and dealt their blows and thiusta with long pikes. 
The narrowness of the defile admitted of no evalutiooa, and k 
alight frost having injured the road, the horaea were impeded in 
all their motions ; many leaped into the lake ; all were startled ; 
and at last the whole column gave way, and tell toddenlj back 
on the inbntry ; and these laat, as ihe nature of the country did 
not allow them to open their files, were run over by the fugitive*, 
and many of them trampled to death. A general rout ensued, 
and Duke Leopold was, with much difficulty, rescued by a pea- 
sant, who led him to Winterthur, where the bintoiian of die 
times saw him arrive in the evening, pale, sullen, and di^ 
mayed." — PuirrA'a Hilory of the Edtetk Ont/sdcracy. 
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The wine-mooth' shone in its golden prime. 

And the red grapes clustering hung, 
But a deeper sound, through the Switzer's cUmei 
Than the vintage- music, rung. 

A sound, through vaulted cave, 
A sound, through echoing glen. 
Like the hollow swell of a rushing wave; 
'Twas the tread of steel-girt men. 

And a trumpet, pealing wild and far, 
'Midst the ancient rocks was blown. 
Til! the Alps replied to that voice of war 
With a thousand of their own. 
And through the forest-glooms 
Flash'd helmets to the day. 
And the winds were tossing knightly plumes. 
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But a band, the oobleat band of all. 

Through the rude Horgarten atrait. 
With blazon'd streamen, and lances tall. 
Moved onwards in princely atate. 
They came with heavy chain*. 
For the race despised h> loog-^ 
But amidst hia Alp-domaina, 

The herdnnan'i arm ia strong I 

The sun was reddening the clouds <^ mom 

When they enter'd the rock-defile. 
And shrill as a joyous hunter's horn 
Their bugles rung the while. 
But on the misty height, 
Where the mountain-people stood, 
There was stillness, as of night, 

When storms at distance brood. 

There was stillness, as of deep dead night, 

And a pause — but not of fear. 
While the Switzers gazed on the gathering might 
Of the hostile shield and spear. 

On wound those columns bright 
Between the lake and wood. 
But they look'd not to the miirty height 
Where the mountain-people stood. 

The pass was fill'd with their serried power. 

All helm'd and mail-array'd. 
And their steps had sounds like a thunder-diower 

In the rustling forest-shade. 
Vot. III. 22 
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There were prince and crested koight, 
Hemoi'd in by cliff and flood. 
When a shout arose from the misty height 
Where the mountain-people stood. 



And the mighty rocks came bounding down, 

Their startled foes among, 
With a joyous whirl from the summit throwD — 
— Oh I the herdsman's arm is strong I 
They came like lauwine' hurl'd 
From Alp to Alp in play. 
When the echoes shout through the snowy world. 
And the pines are borne away. 



The fir-woods crash'd on the mo im tain -side. 
And the Switzers rush'd from high, 



rorld. ■ 
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And the empire's banner theo 
From its place of waving free. 
Went down before tbe ^epberd-men. 
The men of the Forest-sea.* 

With their pikes and massy clubs thej brake 

The cuirass and the shield. 
And the war-horse dash'd to the reddening lake 
From the reapers of tbe field ! 

The field — but not of sheaves — 
Proud crests and pennons lay. 
Strewn o'er it thick as the birch-wood l«avai^ 
In the autumn tempest's way. 

Oh I the sun in heaven fierce havoc view'd 

When the Austrian tum'd to fly, 
And the brave, in the tramplii^ multitude. 
Had a fearful death to die t 
And the leader of the war 
At eve unhelm'd was seen, 
With a hurrying step on the wilds aSu, 
And a pale and troubled mien. 

But the sons of the land which the freeman tSk, 

Went back from the battle-toil. 
To their cabin homes 'midst the deep green hilb. 
All burden'd with royal spoil. 

There were songs and festal fires 

On the soaring Alps that night. 

When children sprung to greet their sires 

From the wild Morgarten fight. 

' forciz-Mo, the lake of Ute four cutooa ia •!■> so csllod. 



SEBASTIAN OF PORTUGAL. 
A DRAMATIC FRAGMENT. 



Dram- Pert. 
Sbbastiah. Zawmi, a young AnUt. 

GoHZALBz, Au friend. Stlvbiiu. 
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SoERB L 

7%« tea-ikore near LitboH. 
SeBASTIAH — GORZALBZ — ZAMoa. 

Seb. With what youi^ life and fragrance in Ub 
breath 
M^ native air salutes me ! rrom the grovea 
or citron, and the tnountaios of the vine. 
And thy Dnajcstic tide thus foaming on 
In power and freedom o'er its golden sands. 
Fair stream, my Tajo! youth, with all its glow 
And pride of feeling, through my soul and frame 
Again seems rushing, as these noble waves 
Past their bright shores flow joyously. Sweet land. 
My own, my fathers' land, of sunny skies 
And orange bowers! — Ohl is it not a dream 
That thus I tread thy soil? Or do I wake 
From a dark dream but now I Gonzalez, mj. 
Doth it not bring the flush of early life 
Back on th' awakening spirit, thus to gaze 
On the far-sweeping river, and the shades 
Which in their undulating motion speak 
Of gentle winds amidst bright waters bom, 
Afler the fiery skies and dark-red sands 
Of the lone desert ? Time and toil must needs 
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Have changed out mien ; but this, our blessed land. 
Hath gained but richer beauty since we bade 
Her glowing shores farewell. Seems it not thus I 
Thy brow is clouded, — 

Gon. To mine eye the scene 

WeFirR, amidst all its quiet loveliness, 
A hue of desolation, and the calm. 
The solitude and silence which pervade 
Earth, air, and ocean, seem belonging less 
To peace than sadness I We have proudly stood 
Even on this shore, beside the Atlantic wave, 
When it hath look'd not thus. 

Scfi. Ay, now thy soul 
Is in the past ! Oh no, it look'd not thus 
When the morn smiled upon our thousand sails, 
vinds blew for Afric ! How that hour, 
i hues of glory, seems to burst 
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Hath it lent graves ere now; and on its breait 
Is room for nations yett 

Seb. It cannot be 

That all have perish'cl ! Manj a noble man, 
Hade captive on that war'6eld, may have bnrat 
His bonds like ours. Cloud not this fleeting boor. 
Which to my soul is as the fountain's draught 
To the parch'd lip of fever, with a thought 
So darkly sadt 

Gon. Ob never, never cast 

That deep remembrance from you t When once more 
Your place is 'midst earth's rulers, let it dwell 
Around you, as the shadow of your throne. 
Wherein the land may rest. My king, this bonr 
(Solemn as that which to the voyager's eye. 
In far and dim perspective, doth unfold 
A new and boundlen worjd) may haply be 
The last in which the courage and the power 
Of truth's high voice may reach you. Who may 

stand 
As man to man, as friend to friend, hefote 
The ancestral throne of monarchs 1 Or, perchance. 
Toils, such as tame the loftiest to endurance, 
Hencefttih may wait us here! But bowsoe'er 
This be, the lessons now from sufierings past 
Befit all time, all change. Oh ! by the blood. 
The free, the generous blood of Portugal, 
Shed on the sands of Afnc, — by the names 
Which, with their centuries of high renown, 
There died, extinct for ever, — let not those 
Who stood in hope and glory at our side 
Here, on this very sea-b«^ch, whence they pass'd 
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To fall, and leave no trophy, — let them Dot 
Be soon, be e'er forgotten ! for their fate 
Bears a tieep warning in its awfulness. 
Whence power might well learn wisdom 1 

Seb. Think'st thou, then. 

That years of sufrerance and captivity. 
Such as have bow'd down eagle hearts ere now. 
And made high energies their spoil, have pass'd 
So lightly o'er my spirif! It is not thus! 
The things thou would'st recall are Dot of those 
To be forgotten ! But my heart bath still 
A sense, a bounding pulse for hope and joy, 
And it is joy which whispers in the breeze 
Sent from my own free mountains. Brave Gonzalez I 

ai-f one to make thy fearless heart a shield 
Unto (liy frieijtl, in the dark stormy hour 
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But he, the archer of the wildernen, 
Beholdeth not the palms beneath wboae riiade 
His tents are scatter'd, and his camels reaC; 
And therefore is he sad! 

Seb. Tboa must not pine 

With that Nck yearning of the impatient heart. 
Which makes the exile's life one ferer'd dreaon 
Of skies, and hills, and voices &r away. 
And faces wearing the familiar hues 
Lent by his native sunbeams. I have known 
Too much of this, and would not see another 
Thus daily die. If it be ao with thee. 
My gentle Zamor, speak. Behold, our bark 
Yet, with her white sails catching sunset's glow. 
Lies within signal reach. If it be thus. 
Then fare thcc well — farewell, thou brave, and true, 
And generous friend I How often >s our path 
Cross'd by some being whose bright spirit sheds 
A passing gladness o'er it, but whose course 
Leads down another current, never more 
To blend with ours! Vet far within our souls. 
Amidst the rushing of the busy world, 
Dwells many a secret thought, which lingers yet 
Around that image. And e'en so, kind Zamor, 
Shalt thou be long remembered! 

Zam, Bf the fame 

Of my brave sire, whose deeds the warrior tribes 
Tell round the desert's watch-fire, at the hour 
Of silence, and of coolness, and of stars, 
I will not leave thcc! 'Twas in such an hour 
The dreams of rest were on me, and I lay 
Shrouded in slumber's mantle, as withio 
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The chambers of the dead. Who saved me then. 
When the pard, soundless as the midnight, stole 
Soft on the sleeper? Whose keen dart traosfii'd 
The monarch of the solitudes T I woke, 
And saw thy javehn crimson'd with his hlood. 
Thou, my deliverer I and my heart e'en then 
Call'd thee its brother, 

Seb. For that gift of life 

With ooe of tenfold price, even freedom's self, 
Thou hast repaid me well. 

Zavt. Then hid me not 

Forsake thee I Though my father'ti teiita may rise 
At times upon my spirit, yet my home 
fihall be amidst thy mountains, Prince, and thou 
Shalt be my chief, until I see thee robed 
With all thy power. When thou canst oe^d no more 
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Even DOW my heart beats high to meet thdr welcome. 
Let us away I 

Gon. Yet bear once tnore, my liege: 

The humblest pilgrim, from his distant shrioe 
RetUTDtng, finds not e'eo his peasant home 
Unchanged amidst its vineyards. Snne loved lace, 
Which made the nin>ligbt of bis lowly board, 
Is louch'd by ncknen; some familiar voice 
Greets him no more: and shall not tkte and time 
Have done their work, since last we parted hence* 
Upon an empire? Ay, within those years. 
Hearts from their ancient worship have bll'n off 
And bow'd before new stars: high names have sunk 
From their supremacy of place, and others 
Gone forth, and made themselves the mighty sonndi 
At which thrones tremble. Oh! be slow to trust 
E'en those to whom your smiles were wont to seem 
As light is unto flowers. Search well the depths 
Of bosoms in whose keeping you would shrine 
The secret of your state. Storms pass not by. 
Leaving earth's face unchanged. 

Seb. Whence didst thou learn 

The cold distrust which casts so deep a shadow 
O'er a most noble nature? 

GoR. Life hath been 

My stem and only teacher. I have known 
Vicissitudes in all things, but the most 
In human hearts. Oh t yet awhile tame down 
That royal spirit, till the hour be come 
When it may burst its bondage! On thy brow 
The suns of burning climes have set their seal. 
And toil, and years, and perils, have not pass'd 
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O'er Ihe bright aspect, and the ardent eye. 
As doth a breeze of summer. Be that change 
The mask beneath whose shelter thou tnay'st read 
Men's thoughts, and veil thine own. 

Seb. Am 1 thus changed 

From all I was? And yet it need* must be, 
Since e'en my soul hath caught another hue 
From ita long suflerings. Did I not array 
The gallant flower of Lusian chivalry. 
And lead the mighty of the land, to pour 
Destruction on the Moslem? I return. 
And as a fearless and a trusted friend. 
Bring, from the realms of my captivity. 
An Arab of the desert! — But the sun 
Hath sunk below th' Atlantic. Let ua hence — 
Gonzalez, fear me not. [Ejxvnt. 
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fid Cit. That which amy acarce* ia periloai timet 

like these, 
Be said with safety. Hast thou look'd within 
Those stately palaces T Were they but peopled 
With the hifi^h race of warlike nobles, oace 
Their priocely lords, tbink'st thou, good friend, that 

now 
They would be glittering with this hglknr foap. 
To greet a conqueror's entrance? 

3d CU. Thou My'st wdL 

None bat a land forsaken of its chieft 
Had been so lost and won. 

4th CiL The lot is cast; 

We have but to yield. Hush I for some strangen 

cotne: 
Now, friends, beware. 

Itt Cit. Did the king pass this way 

At momiog, with his train? 

2d Cit. Ay : saw you not 

The long and rich procession? 

[Sebast. enten with Gohzal. and ZutiMu 

Seb. to Gon. This should be 

The night of some high festival. E'en thus 
My royal city to the skies scot up 
From her illumined fanes and towers a voice 
Of gladness, welcoming our first return 
From Afric's coast. Speak thou, Gonzalez, ask 
The cause of this rejoicing. To my heart 
Deep feelings rush, so mingled and ao fast. 
My voice perchance might tremble. 

Gon. Citizen, 

What festal night is this, that all your streets 
Are throDg'd and glittering thus? 
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Hast thou not beard 
triumphal pomp, 



1st Cit. 

Of the king's entry 
This very morn? 

Gon. The king I triumphal pomp I 

Thy words are dark. 

Seb. Speak jet again: mine ean 

Ring with strange sounds. Again I 

1st CiU I said, the king, 

Philip of Spain, and now of Portugal, 
This morning enter'd with a conqueror's train 
Our city's royal palace ; and for this 
We hold our festival. 

Seb. {in a low voice.) Thou said'st — the king! 
His namet — I heard it not. 

lit Cit. Philip of Spain. 

Seb. Philio of Spain I Wc slumber, till aroused 
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Sink to the earth, and leave no fiery current 
Id the veins of noble men, that so its tide. 
Full swelling at the sound of hostile steps. 
Might be a kingdom's barrier? 

id CiL That high blood 

Which should have been our strength, profusely sbed 
By the rash King Sebastian, bathed the plains 
Of fatal Alcazar. Our monarch's guilt 
Bath brought this ruin down. 

Seb. Must this be heard 

And borne, and unchastised. Man, dareat thou stand 
Before roe face to face, and thus arraign 
Thy sovereign? 

Zam. {aiide to Se&.) Shall I lift the sword, mj 
Prince, 
Against thy foes? 

Gon. Be still— or all is kMt 

2d CiL I dare speak that which all men think and 
know. 
Tis to Sebastian, and his waste of life, 
And power, and treasure, that we owe these bcxids. 
3d Cit. Talk not of bonds. May our new monarch 
rule 
The weary land in peace! But who art thouT 
Whence com'st thou, haughty stranger, that Uteae 

things. 
Known to all nations, should be new to thee? 
.Sefr. {icUdly.) I come from regions where the 
cities lie 
In ruins, not in chains. 

[Exit wUh GoiTZAL. and Zuma. 
9d CiL He wears the mien 

as* 



270 



SEBASTIAN OP PORTUGAL. 



Of one that hath commanded ; yet tlis looks 
And words were strangely wild. 

\at Cit. Mark'd you his fierce 

And haughty gesture, and the flash that broke 
From his dark eye, when King Sebastian's name 
Became our theme 7 

Hd Cit. Trust me, there's more in this 

Tlian may be lightly said. These are no times 
To breathe men's thoughts i' th' open face of heaven 
And ear of multitudes. They that would speak 
Of monarchs and their deeds, should keep within 
Their quiet homes. Comci let ub hence, and then 
We'll commune of this stranger. 



The Portico of a Palace. 
SecASTUH. — GoxzALBZ. — Zaudr. 
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Zam. Shall Dot thj vmce 

Be as a trumpet to the awakining land? 

Will not the bright swords flash like nin-bunti tattit^ 

When the brave hear their chiefT 

Gon. Peace, Zamor, peace t 

Child of the desert, what hast thou to do 
With the calm hour of counsel T 

— Monarch, paun* 
A kingdom's dettln^r abould not be ttie iport 
Of passion's reckless winds. There b a time 
When men, in verj weariness of Iwart 
And carelen desolation, tamed to yield 
By misery, strong as death, will lay their sonb 
E'en at the conqueror's feet, as nature sinks, 
After long torture, into cold, and dull, 
And heavy sleep. But comes there not an hoar 
Of fierce atonement? Ay, the slumberer wakes 
With gather'd strength and vengeance ; and the sense 
And the remembrance of his agonies 
Are in themselves a power, whose fearful path 
Is like the path of ocean, when the heavens 
Take off iU interdict. Wait then the hour 
Of that high impulse. 

Seb. h it not the sua 

Whose radiant bursting through the embattled clouds 
Doth make it morn T The hour of which tboa 

speak 'st, 
Itself, with nil its glory, is the work 
Of some commanding nature, which doth bid 
The sullen shades disperse. Away ! — e'en now 
The land's high hearts, the fearless and the true. 
Shall know they have a leader. Is not this 
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The mansion of mine own, mine ^rliest. friend 
Sylveira T 

Gon. Ay, its glittering laispa too well 
Illume the stately vestibule to Jcave 
Our sight a moment's doubt. He ever loved 
Such pageantries, 

Seb. Ilis dwelling thus adorn'd 

On such a night! Vet will I seek him here- 
He must be faithful, and to him the tirst 
My tale shall be reveal'd. A sudden chil) 
Falls on my heart; and yet I will not wrong 
My friend with dull suspicion. He hath been 
Link'd all too clos'ely with mine inmost soul. 
And what have 1 to loseT 

Oon. Is their blood nought 

Who without hope will foUo^v where thou lead'st. 
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SUXITE IV. 

A HaB teithin the Palace. 
Skbastiax. — Stltxuu. 

Sy/o. Whence art tbou, stranger? — what wonldrt 
thou with met 
There is a fiery wUdnen in thj mien 
Startling and ahnost fearful. 

Se6. From the stern, 

And vast, and desolate wilderness, whooe lord 
Is the fierce lion, and whose gentlest wind 
Breathes of the tomb, and whose dark children make 
The bow and spear their law, men bear not back 
That smilingness of aspect, wont to mask 
The secrets of their spirits 'midst the stir 
Of courts and cities. I have look'd on scenes 
Boundless, and strange, and terrible ; I have known 
SuSerings which are not in the shadowy scope 
Of wild imagination; and these things 
Have stamp'd me with their imprcsi. Man of peace. 
Thou look'st on one familiar with the extremes 
Of grandeur and of misery. 

Sylv. Stranger, speak 

Thy name and purpose briefly, for the time 
III suits these mysteries. I must hence; to-night 
I feast the lords of Spain. 

Seb. Is that a task 

For King Sebastian's friend t 

St/lv. Sebastian's friend I 

That name hath lost its meaning. Will the dead 
Rise from their silent dwellings, to upbraid 
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The liring for their mirth. The grave seta bounds 
Unto alJ humiin friendship. 

Seb. On the plain 

Of Alcazar full many a stately flower, 
The pride and crown of some high house, was laid 
Low in the dust of Afric ; but of tbeae 
Sebastian was not one. 

Stflv. I am not skili'd 

To deal with men of mystery. Take, then, off 
The strange dark scrutiny of thine eye from miae. 
What mean'st thou? — Speak I 

Seb. Sebastian died not there. 

I read no joy in that cold doubting mien. 
Is not thy name Sylveira? 

Sylv. Ay. 

Seb. Why, then, 




SBBASTlAIt OF POBTUQAL. 97S 

St^v. Away I he died not there ! 

He ihould have died there, with the cluTalry 
Aod strength and honoar of his kingdom, lost 
By bis impetuous rashness. 

Seb. This from thee 7 

Who halh given power to fBlsebood, that one gase 
At its unmask'd and withering mien, should blight 
High souls at once T I wake. And this from thee T 
There are, whose eyes discern the secret springs 
Which lie beneath the desert, and the gold 
And gems within earth's caverns, far below 
The everlasting hills: but who hath dared 
To dream that heaven's most awful attribute 
Invested his mortality, and to boast 
That through its inmost folds his glance could read 
One heart, one human heart? Why, then, to love 
And trust is but to lend a traitor arms 
Of keenest temper and unerring aim, 
Wherewith to pierce our souls. But thou, beware! 
Sebastian lives! 

Sylv. If it be so, and thou 

Art of his followers still, then bid him seek 
Far in the wilds, which gave one sepulchre 
To his proud hosts, a kingdom and a home, 
For none is left him here. 

Seb. This is to live 

An age of wisdom in an hourt The man 
Whose empire, as in scorn, o'crpass'd the bonndi 
E'en of the infinite deep; whose orient realms 
Lay bright beneath the morning, while the clouds 
Were broodii^ in their sunset mantle still, 
O'er his majestic regions of the west : 
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This heir of fair dominion shall return, 
And, in the very city of his birth. 
Shall Sod no home! Ay, I will tell him this. 
And he will answer that the tale is false. 
False as a traitor's hollow words of love ; 
And that the stately dwelling, in whose halls 
We commune now — a. friend's, a monarch's gift. 
Unto the chosen of his heart, Sylveira, 
Should yield him atill a welcome. 

Sylv. Fare thee well I 

I may not pause to hear thee, for Ihy words 
Are full of danger, and of snares, perchance 
Laid hy some treach'rous foe. But all in vain. 
1 mock thy wiles to scorn. 

Seb. Ha I ha I The snake 

Doth pride himself in his distorted cunning, 

Ttoofninir it viijsiinrr, Nav. thnii anW nnl (tiiin 
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Let teara or miles be trusted ! Wbea thj long 
Went forth on hii disastrou* enterprue, 
UpoD thy bed of ackneas thou waat laid. 
And he stood o'er thee with the look of one 
Who leaves a dying brother, and hii eyea 
Were fill'd with tears like thioe. No I not like thine : 
/fif bosom knew do falsehood, and he deem'd 
Thine clear and stainless as a warrior's sbieldt 
Wherein high deeds and noble ibrms alone 
Are brightly imaged forth. 

St/lo. What DOW avail 

These recollections T 

Se6. What ! 1 have seen thee shrink, 

As a murderer from the eye of light, before noe: 
I hnve earn'd (how dearly and how bitterly 
It Dtatters not, but I have earn'd at last) 
Deep knowledge, fearful wisdom. Now, begooel 
Hence to thy guests, and fear not, though arralgn'd 
E'en of Sebastian's friendship. Make his sewn 
(For be wUl scorn thee, as a crouchmg slave 
By all high hearts is scora'd) thy right, thy charter 
Unto vile safety. Let the secret vmce. 
Whose low upbraidings will not sleep within tbee. 
Be as a sign, a token of thy claim 
To all such guerdons as are shower'd on traiton. 
When noble men are crusb'd. And fear thon not :— 
'TIS but the kii^ly cedar which the storm 
Hurls from his mountain throne : — tb' ignoble dimb, 
Grovelling beneath, may live. 

St^v. It is thy part 

To tremble for thy life. 

Seb. They that have iook'i 
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Upon a heart like thine, should know too well ■ 


The worth of life to tremble. 


Such things make ■ 


Brave men, and reckless. Ay, 


and they whom (ate H 


Would trample should be thus. 


It is enough — I 


Thou may'st depart. 


1 


Sylv. And thou. 


if thou dost prize ■ 


ITiy safety, speed thee hence. 


[Exil SrLvsiKA. ■ 


Seb. {alone.) And this is he ■ 


Who was as mine own soul; whose image rose, | 


Shadowing my dreams of glory 


with the thought ■ 


That on the sick man's weary 


couch he lay, ■ 


Pining to share my battles 1 


J 


CHOROS. 


J 


Ye winds that sweep 


^m 


Th» ^nT.n:.»rM Knin«7. nf t>.» noirforr. ,Lu.n ^^^^^M 



ODE 

ON THE DEFEAT OF KING SEBASTIAN OF POSL- 
TUGAL, AND HIS ARMY, IN AFRICA. 

TRANSLATED FROM THE SPAIOSH OF HRRRERA. 



FBRDiiTAirD DB Hbrrkra, suniamed the Divinev was 
a Spanish poet, who lived in the reign of Charles Y.* 
and 18 still considered by the Castilians as one of their 
classic writers. He aimed at the introduction of a 
new style into Spanish poetry, and his lyrics are dis- 
tinguidied by the sustained majesty of their language* 
the frequent recurrence of expressions and images, 
derived apparently from a fervent study of the pro- 
phetic books of Scripture, and the lofty tone of national 
pride maintained throughout, and justified indeed by 
the nature of the subjects to which some of these pro- 
ductions are devoted. This last characteristic is 
blended with a deep and enthusiastic feeling of reli- 
gion, which rather exalts than tempers the haughty 
confidence of the poet in the high destinies of his coun- 
try. Spain b to him what Judea was to the bards 
who sang beneath the shadow of her palm-trees — the 
chosen and favoured land, whose people, severed from 
all others by the purity and devotedness of their faith* 
are peculiarly called to wreak the vengeance of Hea- 
ven upon the infidel. This triumphant conviction is 
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po^verfulty expressed in his magai&cent Ode ( 
Battle of Le panto. 

The impression of deep solemnity left upon the mind 
of the Spanish reader, by another of Herrera's lyric 
compositions, will, it is feared, be very inadequately 
conveyed through the mediam of the following tmns- 
lation. 



- Vol de dolor, j canto da gomWo." Ac. 

A VOICE of woe, a murmur of lament, 
A spirit of deep fear and mingled ire ; 
Let Buch record the day, the day of wail 
For Lusitania's bitter chastening sent I 
She who hath seen her power, her fame expire. 
And mourns them in the dust, discrown 'd and paJe ! 
And let the awful tale 
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Given fin- tlte ^1; nor raoed thtar ejf to God: 
And Iffael'i Holy One vritbdrew hb hand, 
Their lole nipport; — and heavily and prt»e 
They fell— the car, the steed, the rider all o*w 

thrown! 
It came, the hour of wrath, the hour of woe. 
Which to deep lolitude and tean conaign'd 
The peopled realm, the realm of joy and mirth ; 
A gloom waa on the beavena, no "MnHing glow 
Announced the mom— it aeem'd a> nature pined. 
And boding clouds obacared the ninbeam'a birth; 

While, startling the pale earth. 
Bursting upon the mighty and tbe proud 

With visitation dread, 
Their crests the Eternal, in hb anger, bow'd, 
And raised barbarian nations o'er their bead. 
The inflexible, the fierce, who seek not gold. 
But vengeance on their foes, Felentless, uncontndl'd. 

Then was the sword let loose, the flaming swmd 

Of the strong infidel's ignoble hand. 

Amidst that host, the pride, the dower, the crown 

Of thy fair knighthood; and the insatiate horde. 

Not with thy life content, O ruin'd land I 

Sad Lusitanial even thy bright renown 

Defaced and trampled down; 
And scatter'd, rushing as a torrent flood. 
Thy pomp of arms and banners; — till the landa 
Became a lake of blood — thy noblest blood! — 
The plain a mountain of thy slaughter'd buids. 
Strength on thy foes, reuatless might was shed; 
On thy devoted sons — amaze, and sfaaxne, and dread. 
24* 
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Are these the conquerors, thesf the lords of figbt. 
The warrior men, the invincible, the famed, 
Who shook the earth with terror and distnay. 
Whose spoils were empires? — They that In their 

might 
The haughty strength of savage nations tamed, 
And gave the spacious orient realms of day 

To desolation's sway. 
Making the cities of imperial nanie 

E'en as the desert place? 
Where now the fearless heart, the soul of flameT 
Thus has their glory closed its dazzling race 
In one brief hour ? Is this their valour's doom, 
On distant sliores to fall, and find not even a lomh f 

Once were they in their splendour and their pride. 
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And cast it from its regknu of delight, 
Forth to the apoiler, aa a prej and scon. 

By the deep roots uptom I 
And lol encumb'ring the tone bills it lay. 
Shorn of its leaves, dismuitled of its state, 
While, pale with fear, men hurried (ar away, 
Who in its ample shade had found n late 
Their bower of rest ; ani nature's savage race 
'Midst the great ruin sought their dwelling-place. 

Bat thou, base Ubja, thou whose arid sand 
Hath been a kingdom's death-bed, where one &te 
Closed her bright life, and her majestic fane, — 
Though to thy feeble and barbarian hand 
Hath (all'n the victory, be not thou elate ! 
Boast not thyself, though thine that day of shame. 

Unworthy of a name ! 
Know, if the Spaniard in bk wrath adr&nce. 
Aroused to vengeance by a nation's ciy. 

Pierced by his searching lance. 
Soon shalt thou expiate crioM with agony. 
And thine aflrighted streams to ocean's flood 
An ample tribute bear of Afric's Paynim blood. 
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A DRAMATIC POBM. 



IlnllA tula en .Siitnuina lodu qinnW 
Deb* con jauo liiulo miuiw. 
Y la que pucdc dtt malRU il tMM. 
JVawnia dt CWmMci 



ADVERTISEMENT. 



Tmb iuttarj of Spain recorda two inrtuicM of th* mmm 
and KlMevoiiiig beroUni, which fbmH the Mib)ect of the U- 
lowing drunatic poam. Tha flrat of thna occumd at tlw 
Kege of Tart&, which waa defended, in 12M, fcr Saneho, Kinf 
or Culile, during the rebellioo of hia brother, Don Juan, bjr 
Guzman, eurnanied the Good.' The Kcood b related of AIoomi 
Lopez de Texeda, who, notil hia garriMD had been utteriy din- 
bled by peitilence, maintained the city of Zamora for the chil- 
dreo (rf' Don Pedro the Cruel, againrt the forcei of Henriqua of 
Traatamara.' 

Impreaaive as were the circumatancea which dtrtinguUwd 
both these memorable aiegei, it appeared to the author of tb* 
following page*, that a deeper intGreat, aa well aa a ttroagor 
colour of rMtionality, might be iropartad to the aceoea in which 
^e has feebly atlemptad " to deacribe high paaaiooi and high 
octiwia;" by coanecting a rellgioua feeling with the patriotkn 
artd higb-miitded loyalty which had thui been proved "bithlhl 
unto death," and by aurroiiDding her ideal drmmalit jMraamm 
with recollectiona derived trom the heroic legeoda of Spanirii 
chivalry. She haa, Sx thia reaaon, employed the agatMsy of 
imaginary charactera, and fixed upcai "VaUneim id CUT M^ 
the aceoa to give them 
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DRAMATIS PERSON*. 



Alvah Gonzalez Governor of Valencia^ 

J His Song. 

A Priest. 

i A Maorixh Prince, Chief of 
^ Ike Army bediming Valencia. 
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Scene — Aoom tii a Palace of VaUitda. 
XiHBRA tinging to a lute. 



" Thou hast not been with a fettal throng, 

At the pouring of the wine; 
Men bear not from the Hall of Song 
A mien so dark as thine ! 
— There's blood upon thy alueld, 
There's dust upon thy plume, 
— Thou haat brought from some dinstnnu field. 
That brow of wrath and gloom!" 

" And is there blood upon my shield f 

— Maiden ! it well may be ! 
We have sent the streams from our battf»4el^-'. 
All darken'd to the sea! 

We have given the founts a stain, 
'Midst their woods lA ancient pine ; 
And the ground is wet — but not with rain, 
Deep-dyed — but not with wine! 

"The ground is wet— but not with nun^ 

We hare been in war array. 
And the noblest blood of CSiristian Spain 

Hath bathed her soil tiMlay. 

Vol. UI. 86 (W) 
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I have seen the strong man die 
And the stripling meet his fate. 
Where the mountain -winds go sounding by, 
In the Roncesvallea' Strait. 

"In the gloomy Roncesvallea'' Strait 
There are helms and lances cleft; 
And they that moved at morn elate 
On a bed of heath are leftl 

There 's many a fair young face, 
Which the war-atccd bath gone o'er; 
At many a board there is kept a place 
For those that come no more!" 

" Alas ! for love, for woman's breast. 

If woe like this must be I 
— Hast thou seen a youth with an eagle crest. 
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Ofa I iK»e coold look od hia joyous brow. 
And think upon the grave I ** 

Dark, dark perchance the daj 
Hath been with valour's fate, 
But As is OD his homeward way, 

From tbe RoDcesvaUes* Strait" 
" There is dust upon his joyous brow. 

And o'er bis graceful bead; 
And the war-horse will not wake him now, 
Though it bruise his greensward bed! 
— I have seen tbe Htripling die. 
And the strong man meet hia fate. 
Where tbe mouotain-winda go souniUng bj. 
In the Roncesvalles' Strait ! " 

Elmira enters^ 

Eimna, Your songs are not like those of other dayi^ 
Mine own Ximena ! — Where is now tbe joung 
And buoyant spirit of the mom, which mice 
Brcatb'd in your spring-like melodies, and woke 
Joy's echo from all hearts T 

Ximena. Hy mother, this 

Is not the free air of our mountain- wilds ; 
And these are not the balls, wherein my vuce 
First pour'd those gladdening strains. 

Etndna. Alas I thy heut 

(I see it well) doth sicken for tbe pure 
Free-wandering breezes of the joyous bills. 
Where thy young brothers, o'er the rock and heath. 
Bound in glad boyhood, e'en as torrent streams 
Leap brightly from the heights. Had we not been 
Within these walls thus suddenly begirt. 
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Thou wouldst have track'd ere now with step as light. 
Their wild wood-paths. 

Ximena. I would not but have shared 

These hours of woe and peril, though the deep 
And solemn feelings wakening at their voice. 
Claim all the wrought-up spirit to themselvea. 
And will not blend with mirth. The storm doth hush 
All floating whisperv sound, all bird-notes wild 
O' th' summer forest, filling earth and heaven 
With its own awful music. — And 'tis well! 
Should nol a hero's child be train'd to hear 
The trumpet's blast unstartled, and to look 
In the fix'd face of Death without dismay ? 

Elmina. Woe ! woe I that aught so gentle and so 
young 
Should thus be call'd to stand i' the tempest's path. 
And hear the token and the hue of death 
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Smetia. What khtow iboold ke aiatt 

Unknomi to theet 

EiTmna, Alas! the balefol air 

Wherewith the pestilence in darkneM walla 
Through the devoted citj, like a bl^ht 
Amidst the rose-tints of thj' cheek bath lall^, 
And wrought an tfarlj' withering I — ^Tbou hast cnN^d 
The paths of Death, and minister'd to thoM 
O'er whom his shadow rested, till thine eye 
Hath changed its glancing sunbeam for a still. 
Deep, solemn radiance, and thj brow hath caught 
A wild and high e^presnon, which at times 
Fades unto desolate calmnes, most unlike 
What youth's bright mien should wear. Mj gentle 

child! 
I look on thee in fear I 

Ximena. Thou hast no cause 

To fear for me. When the wild clash of steel, 
And the deep tambour, and the heavy step 
Of armed men, break tm our rooming dreams; 
When, hour by hour, the noble and the brave 
Are falling round us, and we deem it much 
To give them iiineral rites, and call them blest 
If the good sword, in its own stormy hour. 
Hath done its work upon them, ere disease 
Had chiird their fiery blood ;^>it is no time 
For the light mien wherewith, in happier honn 
We trod the woodland mazes, when young leaves 
Were whispering in the gale. — My Father comes— 
Oh ! speak of me no more. I would not shade 
His princely aspect with a thought less high 
Than his proud duties claim. 
25» 
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GoMZALKz enters. 

Elmina. My noble lord I 

Welcome from this day's toil I — It is ihe hour 
Whose shadows, as they deepen, bring repose 
Unto all weary men ; and wilt not thou 
Free thy mail'd bosom from the corslet's weight. 
To rest at faU of eve ' 

Gomalez. There may be rest 

For the tired peasant when tlie vesper-bell 
Doth send him to his cabin, and beneath 
His vine and olive he may sit at eve 
Watching his children's sport: but unto ) 
Who keeps the watch-place on the moantain height. 
When Heaven lets loose the storms that chasten r 
— Who speaks of rest ? 

Ximena. My father, shall I I 
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And the pine forests deeply to resound 

The praise of later champions. Wouldst Qna bear 

The war-flODg of thine anceatw, the GdT 

Gonzalez. Aj, speak of him, for in dial name ia 
power 
Such as might rescue kingdoms t Speak of him I 
We are his children I The; that can look back 
I' th' annals of their house on such a name. 
How should they take Dishonour hj the hand. 
And o'er the threshold of their fathers' halb 
First lead her as a guest T 

Elmina. Oh, why thisT 

How mj heart nnks! 

Gonzalez. It must not fail thee yet. 

Daughter of heroes! — thine inheritance 
Is strength to meet all conflicts. Thou canst number 
In thy long line of glorious ancestry 
Men, the bright ofiering of whose blood hath made 
The ground it bathed e'en as an altar, whence 
High thoughts shall rise for ever. Bore they not, 
'Midst flame and sword, their witness of the Crosi, 
With its victorious inspiration girt 
As with a conqueror's robe, till th' infidel, 
O'crawed, shrank back before tbem? — Ay, the earth 
Doth call them martyrs, but their agonies 
Were of a moment, tortures whose brief aim 
Was to destroy, within whose powers and scope 
Lay naught but dust — And earth doth call them 

martyri I 
Why, Heaven but claim'd their bhiod, their lives, 
and not 
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The things which grow as teDdrils round their heartst 

No, not their children ! 

Elmina. Mean'st thou? — know'st thou aught T 
I cannot utter it — My sons! my sons! 
Is it of them? — Oh [ would'st thou apeak of themT 

Gonzalez. A mother's heart divineth but too well ! 

Elmina. Speak, I adjure thee ! — I can bear it all. 
— Where are my children? 

Gonzalez. In the Moorish camp 

Whose lines have girt the city. 

Ximena. But they UveT 

— All is not lost, my mother ! 

Elmina. Say, they live. 

Gonzalez. Ehnina, still they live. 

Elmina. But captives!— They 

iVhom niv fond lieart had imaged to itself 
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Aa 't were a cnmbrtnu robe I — Why, (Aon art one 
To whose high nature pomp bath ever been 
But as the plumage to a wanior'f hehn, 
Worn or thrown off as lightly. And for inei 
Thou know'rt not how aereoeljr I could take 
The peasant's lot upon nte, so my heart. 
Amidst its deep afiections uodiaturb'd. 
May dwell in nlence. 

Ximena. Father! doubt thou not 

But wc will bind ourselves to poverty. 
With glad devotedoess, if this, but this, 
May win them back. — Distrust us not, my father! 
We can bear all thii^s. 

Contain. Can ye bear disgrace T 

Ximena. We were not bom for this. 

Gonzalez. No, thou sayest well I 

Hold to that lofty faith.— My wife, my child! 
Hath earth no treasures richer than the gems 
Torn from her secret cavernsT — If by them 
Chains may be riven, then let the captive spring 
Rejoicing to the light!— But he, for whom 
Freedom and life may but be worn with shame. 
Hath naught to do, save fearlessly to fix 
His steadfast look on the majestic heavens, 
And proudly die! 

Elmina. Gonzalez, wAo must diet 

Gonzalez {hurriedly). They <hi whose lives a fear- 
ful price is set. 
But to be paid by treason! — Is't enough T 
Or must I yet seek words? 

Elmina. That look saith more I 

Thou canst not mean 

Gonzalez. I do ! why dwells there not 
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Power in a- glance to .speak it ?- 
They — must Iheir names be told— 
Unless I yield the cily ! 

Ximena. Oh ! look up I 

My mother, rank not thus I — Until the grave 
Shut from our eight its Tictims, there is hope. 

Elmina (in a low voiced Whose knell was in the 
breeze ! 

— No, no, not theiril 
Whose was the blessed voice that spoke of hope t 
— And there is hope! — I will not be nubdued — 
I will not hear a wliisper of despair ! 
For Nature is alt-powerful, and her breath 
Moves like a quickening spirit o'er tlie dcptlts 
Within a father's heart. — Thou too, Gonzalez, 
Wilt tell me there is hope ! 
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WhMpered by fkith and boDour, lift thy bandi^ 
And, to &at HeavcD, which anns the brave wifli 

strength 
Fray that the father of thy mm may oe'er 
Be thus found wantit^ I 

Emilia. Then tbar doom is teal'd I 

Thou wilt Dot Bare thy childroil 

Oonxalez. Haat tboa caoMt 

Wife of my youth, to deem it Kea within 
llie boun<h of pomble things, that I should link 
My name to diat word — traitorf They that sleep 
On their proud battle-fields, thy sires and mine, 
IKed not for this! 

Elmina. Oh, cold and hard of heart I 

Tbou shouldst be bom for empire, ance thy soul 
Thus lightly from all human bonds can free 
Its haughty flight! — Ment men! too much is yours 
Of vantage; ye, that with a sound, a breath, 
A diadow, thus can fill the desolate space 
Of rooted-up affections, o'er whose void 
Our yearning hearts must wither) — So it is, 
D(»ninion must he won t — Nay, leave me not — 
My heart is bursting, and I mtat be heard I 
Heaven hath given power to mortal agony. 
As to tlie elements in their hour of might 
And mastery o'er creation I— \Vho shall dare 
To mock that fearful strength T— I rntat be heard I 
Give me my sons! 

Gonzalez. That they may live to hide 

With covering hands th' indignant flush of shame 
On their young brows, when men diall qtcak of him 
They called tbeir lather!— Was the oath whereby. 
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On th' altar of my faith, I bouni) myself, 

With an unswerving; spirit to maintaiD 

This free and Christian city for my God 

And for my king, a writing traced on sand 1 

That passionate tears should vrasU it from the earth. 

Or e'en the life-drops of a bleeding heart 

Eflace it. as a hillow sweeps away 

The last light vessel's wake 7 — Then never more 

Let man's deep vows be trusted! — though eD&irced 

By all th' appeals of high remembrances, 

And silent claims o' th' sepulchres, whercia 

His fathers with their stainless glory sleep. 

On their good swords ! Think'sl thou [ feel no pangs I 

He that hath given me sons, duth know the heart 

Whose treasures he recalls, — .Of this no more. 

'Tib vain. I tell thee that th' inviolate cross 
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Breathes heavily of death, her warriors nnk 
Beneath their aDcieot bannen, ere the Moor 
Hath bent his bow against them; for the shaft 
Of pestilence flies more swiftly to its markt 
Than the arrow of the desert. Ev'n the skies 
O'crhang the desolate splendour of her domes 
With an ill wnen's aspect, shaping forth. 
From the dull clouds, wild menacing forms and ^m 
Foreboding ruin. Man might be withstood. 
But who shall cope with lamine and disease. 
When leagued with armed Ibes! — where dow the aid, 
Where the long-promised lances of Castile ! 
— We are forsaken, in our utmost need, 
By heaven and earth forsaken I 

Gonxalet. If this be, 

(And yet I will not deem it) we must fait 
As men that in severe devotedness 
Have chosen their part and bound themselves to 

death. 
Through high conviction that their su^riog land. 
By the free blood of martyrdom alone. 
Shall call dehve ranee down. 

Elmina. Oh! I have stood 

Beside thcc through the beating storms of life. 
With the true heart of unrepining love. 
As the poor peasant's mate doth cheerily 
In the parch'd vineyard, or the harvest-field. 
Bearing her part, sustain with him the heat 
And burdun of the day. But now the hour 
The heavy hour is come, when human strength 
Rinks down, a toil-worn pilgrim, in the dust. 
Owning that woe is mightier I — Spare me yet 
Thb bitter cup, my husband) — Let not ber. 

Vol. UI. 86 
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The mother of the lovely, ait and mourn 
In her unpeopled home, a broken stem, 
O'er its falleu roses dying! 

Gonzalez. Urge me not, 

Thou that through all sharp conflicts hast been fouod 
Worthy a brave man's love, oh I urge me not 
To guilt, which, through the mist of blinding tears. 
In its own hues thou seest not! — Death may scarce 
Bring aught like tliis! 

Elmina. AH, all thy gentle race. 

The beautiful beings that around thee grew, 
Creatures of sunshine ! Wilt thou doom tbem allf 
— She, too, thy daughter — doth her smile unmark*d 
Pass from thee, with its radiance, day by day? 
Shadows are gathering round her — seest thou not T 
The misty dimness of the spoiler's breath 
Hanes o'er her beautr. and the face which niade 
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Borna qncDchleM, beii^ of beaveD ! — She hath pi^oo 
Courage, and faith, and generous coDstancji 
£v*n as a breastplate. — Aj, men look on her. 
As she goes forth serenely to her taaka, 
Knding the warrior's woundsf and bearii^ frcdi 
Cool draughts to fever'd Up«; they look on her. 
Thus movii^ in her beautiful array 
Of gentle fortitude, and bleai the lair 
Majestic vision, and unmurmuring turn 
Unto their heavy toils. 

Elmina. And aeest thou not 

In that high laith and strong coUectedness, 
A fearful inspiration T — They have cause 
To tremble, who behold th' unearthly l^ht 
Of high, and, it may be, prophetic thought, 
Investing youth with grandeur!— From the grmve 
It rises, on wboae shadowy brink thy child 
Waits but a father's hand to snatch her back 
Into the laughing sunshine.— Kneel with me, 
Ximena, kneel beside me, and implore 
That which a deeper, more prevailing vmce 
Than ours doth ask, and wiU not be denied; 
— Bis children's UvesI 

Ximena. Alas I this may not be, 

Mother ! — 1 cannot. [Exit XunvA. 

Gtmialez. My heroic child! 

— A terrible sacrifice thon claim'st, O Godt 
From creatures in whose agonizing hearts 
Nature is strong as death. 

Elmina. Is't thus in thine T 

Away! — what tiow is given thee to resolve 
On? — what I cannot utter! — Speak! tboti know'st 
Too well what I would say. 
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Gontalex. Until — aril not! 

The time is brief. 

Elmina. Thou aiid'st — I heard not right — 

Gontalex. The liuie is brief. 

Elmina. Wfaatt must wu bunt all tie* 

Wherewith the thriihng chorda of life are tmned ; 
And, for this task's fulfilmtnt. ctax it he 
That man, in his cold heartlcmiiun, hath dared 
To number and to mete Us forth tht; sands 
Of hours, nay. moments f — Why, the sentenced wretch. 
He on whose soul there rests ii brothi^r'ti blood 
Pour'd forth in slumber, is allow'd more time 
To wean his turbulent patsion* frain tiu: world 
His presence doth pollute I — It is not thus! 
We must have time to school us. 

Gonialez. We liave but 

Tn how th<^ hpad in silcnrA. whpn HNtvpn'n vnirf> 
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SOtall bear his trophiei well. — And thk n lore I 
This is dmr's love!— What marvel i—ytw ne'er made 
Your breast the pillow of his infancj. 
While to the Ailoeas of jour heart's glad beanngs 
His lair cheek rose and feU; and bis bright hair 
Waved softly to your breaUtl~- Ytnt ne'er kept watch 
Beside him, till the last pale star had set. 
And morn, all dazzling, as in triumph, broke 
On your dim weary eye; not yours the face 
Which early laded through f<Hid care lor him, 
Hung o'er his sleep, and duly as Heaven's light. 
Was there to greet bis wakenii^ ! You ne'er mwotbed 
His couch, ne'er sung him to his roey rest. 
Caught his least whisper, when his voice from youn 
Had learned soft utterance ; pressed your lips to his 
When fever parch'd it ; huah'd his wayward cries. 
With patient, vigilant, never-wearied love I 
No [these are woman's tasks I — In the«e her youth, 
And bloom of cheek, and buoyancy of heart. 
Steal from her all unmark'dl — My boysl my hoyil 
Hath vain aflection borne with all for this? 
— Why were ye given meT 

GoHxalex. Is there lirength in maD 

Thus to endure T — That thou couldst read, thro' all 
Its depths of silent agony, the heart 
Thy voice of woe doth rend ! 

Elmina. Thy heart! thy heart! — Away! it feels 
not noat 
But an hour comes to tame the mighty man 
Unto the infant's weakness; nor shall Heaven 
Spare you that bitter chastening! — May you live 
To be alone, when loneliness doth seem 
Most heavy to sustain ! — For me, my vuce 
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Of prayer and fniiticss weeping shall be soon 

With all forgotten sounds; my (jiiiet place 

J^w with mv lovely ones, and we shall sleep, 

Though kings lead armies o'er us; we shall sleep. 

Wrapt in earth's covering mantle! you the while 

Shall sit within your vast, forsakea halls. 

And hear the wild and melancholy winds 

Moan through their drooping banners, never more 

To wave above your race. Ay, then call up 

Shadows — dim phantoms from ancestral tombs, 

But all — all glorious — conquerors, chieftains, kings 

— To people that cold void I And when the strength 

From your right arm hath melted, when the blast 

Of the shrill clarion gives your heart no more 

A fiery \v;ikeriirig ; if at last you pine 

For the glad voices, and the bounding steps. 

Once through your home re-echoing, and the clasp 
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Duties, K> item of aspect, in my path, 
Tlicy ahnoflt, to my startled gaze, anume 
The hue of things leas ballow'd ! Mea hare rank 
Unblamed beneath sucfa trials! — Doth not He 
Who made us, Icdow the limita of our strengtht 
My wife! my nml — Awayt I must not pause 
To give mj hmtt one moment's mastery thusl 

[Exit G01TZAI.BS. 



Scene— 3%e AiJe of a Gothic Church. 
HsRHAHDEz, Garcias, and other*. 

Hemandez. The rites are closed. Now, valiant 
men, depart, 
Each to his place — 1 may not say, of rest ; 
Your faithful vigils for your sons may win 
What must not he your own. Ve are those 
Who sow, in peril and in care, the seed 
Of the fair tree, beneath whose stately shade 
They may not sit. But bless'd be they who toil 
For after-day! — All high and holy tlwughta 
Be with you, warriors, thro' the lingering honra 
Of the night-watch ! 

Garcias. Ay, father! we have ne«d 

Of high and holy thoughts, wherewith to fence 
Our hearts against despair. Yet have 1 been 
From youth a son of war. The stars have look'd 
A thousand times upon my couch of heath, 
Spread 'midst the wild sierras, by some stream 
Whose dark-red waves look'd e'en as though their 
source 
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Lay not in rocky caverns, but the veins 

Of noble hearts; while many a knightly crest 

RoU'd with them to the deep. And in the years 

Of my long exile and captivity. 

With the fierce Arab, I have watch'd beneath 

The still, pale shadow of some lonely palm. 

At midnight, in the desert; while the wind 

Swell'd with the lion's roar, and heavily 

The fearfulness and might of wlilude 

Press'd on my weary heart. 

Htmandez {thoughtfully.) Thou little know'rt 
Of what is sobtude! — I tell thee, those 
For whom — in earlh's remotest nook — howe'er 
Divided from their path by chain on chain 
Of mighty mountains, and the amplitude 
Of rolling seas — there beats one human heart. 
There breathes one being ujito whom their name 
Comes with a thrillinf and a fladdeninir sound. 
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Are gathering round us. Death upon the earth, 
Omena in heaven I — The nimiDer^kies put forth 
No clear bright stara above vm, but at timefl, 
Catching some comet's fiery hue of wrath, 
Hardial their clouds to armies, trareraing 
Heaven with the rudi of meteor steeds, the array 
Of spears and banners, towing like the pines 
Of Pyrenean forests, when the storm 
Doth sweep the mouBtains. 

Hemandes. Ay, last night, I too 

Kept vigil, gazii^ on the angry heavens; 
And I beheld the meeting and the shock 
Of tliooe wild hosts i' th' air, when, as they ckised, 
A red and sultry mist, like that which mantles 
The thunder's path, fell o'er them. Then were flui^ 
Through the dull glare, broad cloudy banners forth. 
And chariots seem'd to whirl, and steeds to sink, 
Bearing down crested warriors. But alt this 
Was dim and shadowy; — then swift darkness rodi'd 
Down on th' unearthly battle, as the deep 
Swept o'er the Egyptian's armament. — 1 look'd- 
And all that fiery field of plumes and spears 
Was blotted from heaven's face I -^ I look'd again 
— And from the brooding mass of clouds leap'd forth 
One meteor-sword, which o'er the reddening sea 
Shook with strange motion, such as earthquakes give 
Unto a rocking citadell — I beheld. 
And yet my spirit sunk not. 

GarcioM. Neither deem 

That mine hath blench'd. — But these are sights and 

sounds 
To awe the firmest — Know'st thou what we bear 
At midnight from the walls? — Were't but the deep 
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Barbaric horo or Moorish tambour's pcal. 

Thence might the warrior's henrt catch impulK^l 

Quickening its fiery currenbi. But our ears 

Are pierced by otht-r tones. Wc hear the knell 

For brave men in their noon of strength cut down. 

And the shrill wail of woman, and the dirge 

Faint swelling through the streets. Then e'en th 

Hath strange and titful murmurs of lament. 

As if the viewless watchers of the land 

Bigh'd on its hollow breezes I — To my soul. 

The torrent-rush of battle, with its din 

Of trampling steeds and ringing panoply. 

Were, after these faint sounds of drooping v/m 

As the free sky's glad mu^c imto him 

Who leaves a couch of ucknes. 

Hemandei (with solemnity.) If to plunge 
In the mid-waves of combat, as (hey bear 
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'Of BjMin'a great ransMii, we may count it joy 
To die upon ber bosom, and beneath 
Tbe banner of her faith ! — Think but on tlui, 
And gird your hearts with silent fortitude, 
Sufiering, yet hoping all things — Fare ye weD. 
Garciat. Father, farewell. [Exeunt G&ROiis 

ajid hia foUowert. 
Ikmanda. These men have earthly tie* 

And bondage on their natures! — ^To the cause 
Of God, and Spain's revenge, they bring but half 
Their energies and hopes. But he whom Heaven 
Hath call'd to be tfa' awakener of a landt 
Should have his soul's aflections all absorb'd 
In (hat majestic purpose, and press on 
To its fulfilment, as a mountain-bom 
And mighty stream, with all its vassal rilla 
Sweeps proudly to (he ocean, pausing not 
To dally with the flowers. 

Hark I what quick step 
Cunes hurryii^ through the gloom at this dead hour f 

EufiiTA entert. 

Bmina. Are no( all hours as one (o misery T — 
Why 
Should sAe take note of time, for whom the day 
And night have lost their blesKd attributes 
Of sunshine and repose ? 

Hemandei. I know thy griefs; 

- But there are trials for the noble heart 
Wherein its own de«p fountains must supply 
All it can hope of comfort. Pity's voice 
Conies with vain sweetness to th' unheeding ear 
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Of anguish, e'en as niiisic lieord afar 

On the green shore, by him who periiihes 

'Midst rocks and eddying waters, 

Elmina. Think Ihou not 

I sought thee but for pity. I am tome 
For that which grief is privileged to deniuiid 
With an imperious claim, from all whose foriD. 
Whose human form, doth seal them unto sufieriog^'l 
Father! 1 aslc thine aid. 

Hernandez. There is no aid 

For thee or for thy children, but with Hiai 
Whose presence is around us in the cloud, 
As in the shining and the glorious light. 

Elmina. There is no aid ! — Art thou a man of Godl^ 
Art thou a man of sorrow, (for the world 
Doth call thee such) and hast (hou not been taught 
By God and sorrow — mighty as they are. 
To own the claims of miserv ? 
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Hat wore the crown of glory I — I am weak — 
Mj chastening u far more than I can bear. 

Hernandez. These are no times for wealmeai On 
our hills. 
The ancient cedars, in their gatber'd might. 
Are battling with the tempest; and the flower 
Which cannot meet its driving blast must die. 
— But thou hast drawn thy nurture from a stem 
Unw<Hit to bend or break — LiA thj proud head. 
Daughter of Spain! — What wouldst thou with tl^ 
Lonl? 

Elmina. Look not upon me thns ! — I hare no power 
To tell thee. Take thj keen disdainful eje 
Off from mj soul ! — What I am I sunk to this I 
I, whose blood sprang from heroes! — How my lOfM 
Will scorn the mother that would bring disgrace 
On their majestic line t — My sons I my sods 1 
— Now is all else forgotten I — I had once 
A babe that in the early spring-time lay 
Sickening upon my bosom, till at last. 
When earth's young flower* were opening to the son, 
Death sunk on hia meek eyelid, and I deem'd 
All sorrow light to mine ! — But now the fate 
Of all my children seems to brood above me 
In the dark thunder-clouds) — Oh I 1 have power 
And voice unfaltering now to speak my prayer. 
And my last lingering hope that thou sbouldst win 
The father to relent, to save his sons I 

Hernandez. By yielding up the city T 

Elmina. Rather ny. 

By meeting that which gathers close upon us 
Perchance one day the sooner ! — Is't not so ? 
Must we not yield at last ? — How long shall man 

Vol. IIL-^87 
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Array his single breast against dnease, 
And famine, and the sword t 

Hernandez. How longT — While be. 

Who shadows forth his power more gloriously 
In the high deeds and suSerings of (he coul, 
Th;in in the circling heavens, with all their stars. 
Or the far-aoundtng deep, doth send abroad 
A spirit, which takes affliction for its mate, 
[n the good cause, with solemn joy! — How ioog f 
And who art thou, that, in (he littleness 
Of thine own selfish purpose, would'st set bounds 
To the free current of all noble thought 
And generous action, bidding its bright waves 
Be stay'd, and flow no further? — But the Power 
Whose interdict is laid on seas and orbs, 
To chain them in from wandering, hath assigo'd 
lio limits mito that which man's high strei^tll 
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Deep, by heroic niflering, bath been sown 
On all her ancieDt hills; and generous hope 
Knows that the stul, in its good time, sball jet 
Bring forth a glorious harvest! — Earth receivet 
Not one red drop from faitUiil hearts in rain. 

Elmina. Then it must be ! And je will make 
those Uvea, 
Those young bright lives, an o&ring, to retard 
Our doom one day! 

Hemandex. The mantle of that day 

May wrap the fate of Spain I 

Elmina. What led roe heret 

Why did I turn to thee in my despair? 
Love hath no ties upon thee; what had I 
To hope from thee, thou lone and childless man I 
Go to thy silent bomet — there no young voice 
Shall bid thee welcome, no light footstep spring 
Forth at the sound of thine I — What knows thy hearti 

Hernandez. Woman I bow dar'st thou taunt me 
with my woes? 
7%y children too shall perish, and I say 
It shall be well I— Why tak'st thou thought for themT 
Wearing thy heart, and wasting down thy life 
Unto its dregs, and making night thy time 
Of care yet more intense, and casting health, 
Unpriz'd to melt away, i' th' bitter cup 
Thou minglest for thyself!— Why, what hath eartti 
To pay thee back for this?- — Shall they not live, 
(If the swtHtl spare them now) to prove bow sooo 
All love may be forgotten T Years of thought. 
Long faithfiJ watchings, looks of tenderness. 
That changed not, though to change be this wtwld'i 
Uwl 
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Shnll they not flush thy cheeks with Aante. whoie 

blood 
Mark", e'en like branding iron? — lo thy sick heart 
Make death a want, as deep to wcannca? 
Dotli not all hope end thust — or e'cii at best. 
Will they not leave thee ? — far from thee seek room 
For th' overflowings of their fiery souls. 
On life's wide ocean t — Give the bounding steed 
Or the wing'd bark to youth, that bis free cotine 
May be o'er hills and seas; and weep thou not 
In thy forsaken home, for the bright world 
Lies ;)ll before him, and he Kure he wastes 
No (bought on theet 

Elmtna. Not m! it in not so! 

Thou dost but torture me I — M/ sota ore kind. 
Anil brave, and gentle. 

Hemandei. Others too hare worn 

Thi> vmhhnc«> r>f all mnd. Nnv. afav *Iuh> *■*■ 
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War, peri], power? — Afflictioo's hand v atrong, 

If it erase the haughty characten 

They grave » deep! — I have not always been 

That which I am. The Dame I bore ii not 

or those which perish! — I was once a chief, 

A warrior! — nor, as now, a lonely man! 

I was a father! 

Elmina. Then thy heart can fed t 

Thou wilt have pity ! 

Hemandex. Should I pity theet 

Tliy sons will perish gloriously ^their blood 

Etmina. Their blood I my children's blood ! — Hwa 
Bpeak'st as 'twere 
Of casting down a wine-cup, in the mirth 
And wantonness of feasting! — My fair boys! 
— Man! hast thtm been a father! 

Hernandez. Let them diet 

Let them die now, thy children I so thy heart 
Shall wear their beautiful image all undimm'd. 
Within it, to the last! Nor shalt thou learn 
The bitter leson, of what worlblen dust 
Are framed the idols, whose false glory bioda 
Earth's fetters on our soubl — Thou thlnk'st it miich 
To mourn the early dead; but there are tears 
Heavy with deeper anguish! We endow 
Those whom vfe love, in our fond passionate blindnei^ 
With power upcm our souls, too absolute 
To be a mortal's trust! Within their hands 
We lay the flaming sword, whose stroke alone 
Can reach our hearts, and they are merciful, 
As they are strong, that wield it not to pierce us! 
— Ay, fear them, fear the loved I — Had I but wept 
Cer my son's grave, as o'er a babe's, where tears 
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Are US spring dew-drops, glitlcriDg in tbe son. 
And brigbtcning the young verdure. 1 ro^ht still 
H;ivc loved and trusted! 

F.lmina {dUdainfuUy.) But he fell in war I 
And hath not glory medicine in bcT cup 
For tlie brief pangs of nature T 

Hernandez. Glory I — Peace, 

Ami listen! — By my side tbe stripling grew, 
La-sl of my line. I rear'd him to lake joy 
r Ih' hlaze of arms, as eagles train their young 
To look upon the day-king — Uis ({uicic blood 
E'en to his boyish check would mantle up, 
AVInii the heavens rang with trumpets, and his eye 
FlfL^h with the spirit of a race whose deeds — 
But this availeth not! — Yet he aas brave. 
1 've seen him clear himself a path in 6ght 

As liiihtntntr thproioh n fnrr-^ and hia nlnm* 
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I bad not leam'd the might of agooj. 
To bring proud natores lowt- — Not he fell off — 
—Why do 1 tell thee thisT— What right hast thorn 
To learn hov pass'd the glory (worn my botuef 
Vet listen! — He forsodc met — He. that was 
As mine own soul, foraook mel — trampled o'er 
The ashes of his nresi— Ay, leagued himselT 
E'en with the infidel, the cune of Spain, 
And, for the dark eye of a Moorish maid. 
Abjured his faith, hia GodI— Novr, talk of death I 

Elmina. Oh! I can pity thee 

Hernandez. There 's more to hear. 
I braced the corslet o'er my heart's deep wound. 
And cast my troubled ^irit on the tide 
Of war and high events, whose stormy waves 
Might bear it up from rinking; 

Elmina. And ye met 

No more? 

Hernandez. Be still! — We did! — we met onca 
ntore. 
God had hia own high purpose to fulfil. 
Or Ibink'st thou that the sun in his bright heavea 
Had look'd upon such things T — We met once mors. 
— That was an hour to leave its lightning-mark 
Sear'd upon brain and bosom! — there had been 
Combat on Ebro's banks, and when the day 
Sank in red clouds, it faded from a field 
Still held by Moori^ lances. Night closed round, 
A night of sultry darkneas, in the shadow 
Of whose broad wing, e'en unto death I strove 
I^ng with a turban'd champion; but my sword 
Was heavy with God's vengeance — and prevail'd. 
He feU — my heart exnlt«d — and I stood 
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In gloomy triumph o'pr him — Nature gave 

No sign of horror, for 'tivae Heaven's decree! 

He strove to speak — but I had done the work 

Of wrath too well — yet in his last deep moan 

A dreadful something of familiar sound 

Came o'er my shudderijig seose — The laooa look'd 

forth. 
And 1 beheld — speak not! — 'twas he — mj son) 
My boy lay dying there! He raised one glance. 
And knew me — for he sought with feeble hand 
To cover his glazed eyes, A darker veil 
Sank o'er them soon — I will not have thy look 
Fix'd on me thus! — away! 

Etmina. Thoa hast seen tb>». 

Thou hast done this — and yet thou liv'stt 

Hernandez. I live I 

And Irnnnr'at fhnn tvhnrwAtrsI On mv wml thaiw ImO 
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From Roncesvalles to the blue sea-wftves 
Where Calpe looks on Afric ; till the land 
Have Gird her cup of vengeance! — Aak me now 
To yield the Chrbtian city, that its fanes 
May rear the muiaret in the face of heaven 1 
— But death shall have a bloodier vintage-feast 
Ere that day come! 

Elmina. I ask Owe this no more, 

For I am hopeless now — But yet one boon — 
Hear me, by all thy woest — Thy voice hath power 
Through the vide city — here I cannot rest: — 
Aid me to pass the gates! 

Hernandez. And wherefore? 

Elmina. Tboa, 

That wert a father, and art now — alone! 
Canst thou ask ' wherefore V — Ask the wretch wboae 

sands 
Have not an hour to run, whose failing limbs 
Have but one earthly journey to perform. 
Why, on his pathway to the place of death. 
Ay, when the very axe is glistening cold 
Upon hb dizzy sight, hb pale, parch'd lip 
Implores a cup of water T — Why, the stroke 
Which trembles o'er him b itself shall bring 
Oblivion ofall wants, yet who denies 
Nature's last praycrT— I tell thee that the tbint 
Which bums my spirit up is agony 
To be endured no more! — And I miut look 
Upon my children's faces, I must hear 
Their voices, ere they perish! — But hath Heaven 
Decreed that they must perish T — Who shall say 
If in yon Moslem camp there beats no heart 
Which prayers and tears may meltf 
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Free grave and peaceful bier 
To the buried nn of Spain I 
To tboae that live, the lance and ipear, 
And well if not the chain ! 

Be thdm to weep the dead 
As they tat beneath their vine*, 
Wboae flowery land hath borne no tread 
Of spoilers o'er its ihrines ! 

Thou hart thrown off the load 
Which we must yet sustain, 
And pour our blood where tkine hath flow'd, 
Too blest if not in vain ! 

We give thee holy rite, 
Slow knell, and chanted strain I 
— For those thut fall to-morrow night 
May be left no funeral train. 

Again, when trumpets wake. 
We must brace our armour on; 
But a deeper note (Ay sleep must breaks- 
— Thou to thy rest art gone! 

Happier in Mil than all 
That, now thy race ia run. 
Upon thy name do stain may fall, 
Thy work hath well been done. 

Eltnina.' "Thy work hath well been done I"- 
BO thou mayst rest! 
— There is a solemn lenon in those words — 
But now I may not pause. 

[Exit EuoMA. 
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Scene — ^ Street in the City. 

HEBKA5DEZ, GoHZALEZ. 

Hemandex. Would they not hear ? 

Gonzalez. They heard, as one that stands 

By the cold grave which hath btit newly clooed 
O'er his last friend, doth he-ar some passer-by 
Bid him be comforted ! — Their hearts have died 
Within them: — We must perish, not as those 
That fall when battle's voice doth shake the hilla. 
And peaJ through Heaven's great arch, but silently, 
And with a wasting of the spirit down, 
A quenching, day by day, of some bright spark. 
Which lit us on our toils I — Reproach me not; 
My soul is darken'd with a henry cloud — 
—Vet fear not I shall field I 
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A gtimpae of gome new meteor, and ahaped forth 
Strange omens from ita blaze. 

Gonzalez. Alas! tbe canae 

Lies deeper in their misery ! — I have seen. 
In my night's course through this beleaguer'd city, 
Things, whose remembrance doth not pass a\yay 
As vapours from the mountains. — There were some, 
Tliat sat beside their dead, with eyes wherein 
Grief had ta'en place of sight, and shut out all 
■ But its own ghastly object. To my voice 
BtHne answer'd with a fierce and bitter laugb. 
As men whoee agonies were made to pass 
The bounds of sufierance, by some reckless word, 
Dropt from the light of spirit. — Others lay — 
Why should I tell thee, father I how despair 
Oin bring the lofty brow of manhood down 
Unto the very dust? — And yet for this, 
Fear not that I embrace my doom — Oh God I 
That 'twere my doom alone t — with less of fix'd 
And solemn fortitude. — Lead on, prepare 
The holiest rites of faith, that I by them 
Once more may consecrate my sword, my life, 
—But what are these? — Who hath not dearer Urci 
Twined with his ownT — I shall be lonely sora — 
Childless! — Heaven wills it so. Let us begone. 
Perchance before the shrine my heart may beat 
With a less troubled motion. 

[Exeunt Gorzalbz and Hbbraiidbs. 
Vol. IIL 28 
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Scene — A tent in the Mooritk CoMpw 
Abdullah, Alpbovso, Caslos. 

Abdullah. These are bold words: bat hast tbou 
look'd on death, • 

Fiiir stripling! — On th; cheek and sunny brow 
Scarce fifteen summers of tbeir laughii^ course 
Ihive left light traces. If thy shaft bath pierced 
The ibex of the mountains, if thy step 
Ilalli climb'd some eagle's nest, and tbou hast made 
His nest thy spoil, 'tis much: — And fear'st thon not 
'J'hc leader of the mighty? 

Alphonso. I hare been 

Rear'd among fearless men, and 'midst the rocki 
AtkI the wild hills, whereon my fathers fought 
And won their battles. There are glorious tales 
Toll! of their deeds, and I have leam'd them all. 
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And) if my fother would have heard my nit, 
I tell thee, infidel I that long ere ttow, 
I should have seen bow lances meet, and iwordi 
Do the field's work. 

Abdullah. Boy 1 know'st tboa there are m^tt 
A thousand times more fearful I — Hen may die 
Full proudly, when the dues and mountains rii^ 
To battle-bom and tecbir.' — But not all 
So pass away in glory. There are those, 
Ifidst the dead silence of pale multitudes. 
Led forth in fetters — dost thou mark me, boyT— 
To take their last look of th' all-gladdening %ast. 
And bow, perchance, the stately bead of youth. 
Unto the death of shame! — Hast thou seen tbist — 

Mphimm> (to Carlo*.) Sweet brother, God is with 
us — fear thou not) 
We have had heroes for our sires — this man 
Siould not behold u> tremble. 

Abdullah. There are means 

To tame the loftiest natures. Yet again 
I ask thee, wilt thou, from beneath the walls, 
Sue to thy sire for life ; or wouldst thou die, 
With this, thy brother T 

Alphonto. Moslem I on the hills, 

Around my father's castle, I have beim] 
The mountain-peasants, as they dress'd the vinei^ 
Or drove the goats, by rock and torrent, borne, 
Singing their ancient songs; and these were all 
Of the Gd Qunpeador ; and how his sword 
Tiz(Hia(3) clear'd its way through turban'd hosb 
And captured Afric's kii^, and how he won 

' ■■ Tecbir," tbo wkktj <£ tbe Hmn sad Anba 
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Valencia from Ihe Moor, (4) — I will not shame 
The blood we draw from him! 

{j} Moorish Soldier enters.) 

Soldier. Valencia's lord 

Sends messengers, my chief. 

MduUah. Conduct them hither. 

[The Soldier gofJS out, and re-enters iciiA Elhiita* 

disguised, and an Attendant.'] 

Carlos {springing forward to the AttendanL) Ohf 
Take me hence, Diego! take me hence 
With thee, that I may see my mother's face 
At morning, when I wake. Here dark-brow'd men 
Frown strangely, wilh their cruel eyes, upon us. 
Take mc ivilli tlicc, for thou art good and kind. 
And well I know thou lov'st me, my Diego! 
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Sprang from the CSd ; and I too, I can die 
As a warrior's high>boni child 1 

Elmina. Alaal alas I 

And wouldrt thou diei thus earlj die, fair boyT 
What hath life Ame to thee, that thou sbouldst cast 
liM flower awaj, in very seem of heart. 
Ere jet the blight be coatet 

Mpkonio. That ycace doth sound 

Stdnilah. Stranger, who art thou T — this is mock- 
ery — ^>eakt 

Bbnina (tMrowing off a mantle and kdmet, and 
enAracing her mm».) Hy boys ! whom I have 
rear'd through many hours 
Of silent joys and sorrows, and deep thoughts 
Untold and unimagbed; let me die 
With you, now I have held you to my heart, 
And seen once more the faces, in whose light 
Hy soul bath lived for years I 

Carltn. Sweet mother) now 

Thou shalt not leave us more. 

Abdullah. Enough <^ this I 

Woman I what seek'st thou here T — How bast thoa 

dared 
To front the mighty thus amidst his hosts t 

Eindna. Think'st thou there dwells no courage 
but in breasts 
That set their mail against the ringing ^lears. 
When helmets are struck down T — Thou little know'st 
Of nature's marvels! — Chief I my heart is nerved 
To make its way through things which warrior men, 
— Ay, they that master death by field or flood. 
Would look on, ere they braved ! — I have no thought. 
No sense of fear! — Tbou'rt mighty; but a soul 
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Wound up like mine, is mightier, in the power 
Of that one feeling, pour'd through all its depths. 
Than monarchs wilh their hosts! — Am i not come 
To die with these, my children? 

AbduUph. Doth thy faith 

Bid thee do this, fond Christian! — Hast thou not 
T])c means to save Ihem? 

Elmina. I have prayers, and tears. 

And agonies! — and he — my God — the God 
Mhnse hand, or soon or late, doth find its hour 
To bow the crested head — hath made these tbiogB 
Most powerful in a world where all must learn 
That one deep language, by the storm call'd forth 
From the hruis'd reeds of earth ! — For thee, perchance, 
Affliction's chastening lesson hath not yet 
Been laid upon thy heart, and thou may'st love 
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Elmina, Peace, in]r sod; 

Have pitj on my heart! — Ob, pardon. Chief — 
He is of noble blood! — Hear, hear me yet I 
Are (here no lives through which the shafts of Heaven 
May reach your soul T — He that loves aught on earth, 
Dares far too much, if he be merciless I 
Is it for those, whose frail mortality 
Hi^ <Hie ^Mf strive alone with God and deatti. 
To shut their souls against tb' appealing voice 
Of nature in her anguish T — Warrior! man! 
To you too, ay, and haply with your hosts, 
By thousands and ten thousands marshall'd round. 
And your strtnig armour on, shall come that stroke 
Which the lance wards not — Where shall your high 

heart 
Find refuge then, if in the day of might 
Woe hath laid prostrate, bleedii^ at your feet, 
And you have pitied not? 

Abdullah. These are vain words. 

Elmina. Have you no children ? — Fear you not to 
bring 
The lightning on thetr headsT— In your own land 
Doth no fond mother, from the tents, beneath 
Your native palms, look o'er the deserts out. 
To greet your homeward stepT — You have not jet 
Forgot so utterly her patient love — 
— For is not woman's, in all climes, the same! — 
That you ^tould scorn my prayer ! — Oh Heaven I his 

eye • 

Doth wear no mercy I 

Abdullah. Then it mocks you not. 

I have swept o*er the mountains of your tatid. 
Leaving my traces, as the viatlngs 
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Of storms, upon them! — Shall I dow be sta^df 
Know, uDto me it were as light a thing, 
111 tliis, mj course, to quench ;our children's Uvei, 
As. journeying through a forest, to break off 
Tlio wild young branches that obstruct the way 
\\'ith their green sprays and leaves. 

Ehtiina. Are there such hearts 

Among thy works, oh GodT 

.ihduUah. Kneel not to me. ' 

Knee! to your lord; on his resolves dotb bai^ 
His children's doom. He may be lightly wi» 
By a few bursts of passionate tears and words. 

F.hnina {rising indignantly.) Speak not of noble 
men! — he bears a soul 
Stronger than love or death. 

.Vjihonio {with exultation.) I knew 'twas thofl— 
Hi- could not fail ! 
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Of that word — Father — once a man of lore— 
b Men aball call him tUadfatt. 

Abdullah. Hath the blait 

Of sudden trumpets ne'er at dead of night, 
When the land's watchers fear'd no hostile step, 
Startled the slumberers from their dreamy world. 
In cities, whose heroic lords have been 
SUadfaU as thine T 

Etmita. There '■ meaning in thine ejc, 

Uore than thy words. 

Abdullah (pointing to the city.) Look to jco 
towers and walls! 
Think you no hearts within their limits pine. 
Weary of hopeless warfare, and prepared 
To burst the feeble links which bind them still 
Unto endurance? 

Elmina. Thou hast said too well. 

But what of thisT 

Abdullah. Then there are those, to whom 

The prophet's armies not as foes would pass 
Yon gates, but as deliverers. Might they not. 
In KHne still hour, when weariness takes rest. 
Be won to welcome usT Your children's steps 
May yet bound lightly through their father's halb, 

Alphonio {indignantly.) Thou treacherous Moor I 

Elmina. Let me not thus be tried 
Beyond all strength, oh Heaven! 

Abdullah. Now 'tis for thet. 

Thou Qiristian mother, on thy sons to pass 
The sentence-^ life or death — the price is set 
On their young blood, and rests within thy hands. 

Alphonto. Mother, thou tremblest I 

Mdullah. Hath thy heart resolved T 
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Elmina (covering her face «t'(A Act kanda.) 
My boy's proud eye U on mc, and the thiiigy 
^V'hich rush in stormy darkness, through my sool. 
Shrink from his glance. I cannot answer here. 

Abdullah. Come forth. We'll commune elewhere. 

Carlos (to his mother.) Wilt thou go? 
Oh, let me follow thee ! 

Elmina. Mine own fair child I 

Now that thine eyes hav^e pour'd once more on miike 
The light of their young smile, and thy sweet v<nce 
Ilnth sent its gentle music through my soul, 
And I have felt the twining of thine arras — 
— How shall 1 leave thee? 

Abdullah. Leave him, as 't were but 

For a brief slumber, to behold his face 
At morning, with the suu's. 

iilnhniun. Thmi haad riA Innk 
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Scene — 7^ Garden of a Patace in Videnda. 
XurmwA, Tberbu. 

nereia. Stay jet awhile. A purer air doth rove 
Here through the myrtlea whispering, and the Umeti 
And shaking sweetness from the orai^e boughs. 
Than waits you in the city. 

JSmena. There are tbove 

In their last need, and on their bed of death. 
At which tto hand doth minister but mine, 
That wait me in the city. Let ua hence. 

Theresa. You have been wont to love the miaic 
made 
By founts, and rustling foliage, and soft winds, 
Breathing of citron-groves. And will you turn 
From these to scenes of death T 

Ximena. To me the voice 

Of summer, whtspering through young flowers and 

leaves. 
Now speaks too deep a language ; and of all 
Its dreamy and mysterious melodies. 
The breathing soul is aadnen. — I have felt 
That summons through my spirit, after which 
The hues of earth are changed, and all her aovnds 
Seem fraught with Kcret warnings. There is cause 
That I should bend my footsteps to the scenes 
Where death is busy, taming warrior-hearts, 
And pouring winter through the fiery blood. 
And fettering the strong arm. — For now no sigh 
In the dull air, nor floating cloud in heaven. 
No, not the lightest murmur of a leaf. 
But of his angel's silent coming bears 
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Some token to my soul. But naught of this 
Unto my mother. — These are uwful hours! 
And on their heavy steps, affliclioiia crowd 
With such dark pressure, there is left oo roooi 
For one grief more. 

Theresa. Sweet lady, talk not Ihu»! 

Your eye this morn doth wear a calmer light. 
There's more of life in its clear tremulous ray 
Than I have mark'd of late. Nay, go not yet; 
Rest by this fountain, where the laurels dip 
Their glossy leave,s. A fresher gale doth spring 
From the transparent waters, dashing round 
Their silvery spray, with a sweet voice of cool&es. 
O'er the pale glistening marble. 'Twill call up 
Faint bloom, if but a moraeofa, to your cheeki^ 
Rest here, ere you go forth, and I will slag ■ 
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The lowly cron, with flowers o'eip>own, 

Marks well that place of reat; 
But who hath graved, on its moMy ttoas, 

A sword, a helm, a crest? 

These are the trophies of a chief, 

A lord of the axe and spear! 
— Some bloaom pluck'd, some faded leaf, 

Should grace a maiden's bier I 

Scom not her tomb — deny not her 

The honours of the brave ! 
O'er that forsaken sepulchre, 

Banner and plume might wave. 

She bouud the steel, in battle tried. 

Her fearless heart above. 
And stood with brave men, mde b; side. 

In the strength and faith of love I 

That strength prevail'd — that faith was bless'di 

True was the javelin thrown. 
Yet pierced it not her warrior's breast. 

She met it with her own I 

And nobly won, where heroes fell 

In arms for the holy shrine, 
A death which saved what she loved lo well. 

And a grave in Palestine. 

Then let the Rose of Sharon spread 

Its breast to the glowing air. 
And the Palm of Judah lift its bead, 

Green and immortal there! 
Vol. lU. 89 
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And let yon gray stone, undefaced. 
With its trophy mark the scene. 

Telling the pilgrim of the waste, 
Where Love and Death have been. 



JSmena. Those notes were wont to make my heart \ 
beat quick, 
As at a voice of victory ; but to^Jay 
The spirit of the song is changed, and seems 
All mournful. Oh ! that ere my early grave 
Shuts out the sun-beam, I mi^ht hear one peal 
Of the Castilian trumpet, ringing forth 
Beneath my father's banner! — In that sound 
Were life to you, sweet brothers! — But for me — 
Come on — our tasks await us. They who know 
Their hours are number'd out, have little time 
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Shall know the thoughts, which for thenMelTa hare 

made 
And kept dark pbu:e8 in the very breast 
Whereon he hath lud his slumber, till the boor 
When the graves open. 

Ximena. Mother I what is thist 

Alast jrour eye ta waDderii^, and your cheek 
Fludi'd, as with fever I To your woes the night 
UaHi brought no rest. 

Elmina. Reatt — who should restT — not be 

That holds one earthly biessiDg to his heart 
Nearer than life I— Not if this world have au^t 
Of bright or precious, let not bim who calls 
Such things his own, take rest! — Dark spirits keep 

watch. 
And they to whom fair honour, chivalrous Ume, 
Were as heaven's air, the vital element 
Wherein they breathed, may wake, and find their souls 
Made marks for human scorn! — Will they bear oa 
With life struck down, and thus disrobed of all 
Its glorious drapery? — Who shall tell us Qml 
— WiU he so bear JtT 

JRmena. Mother I let us kneel. 

And blend our hearts in prayer ! — What else is left 
To mortals when the dark hour's might is on themi 
— Leave us, Theresa. — Grief like this doth find 
Its balm in solitude. [Exit Tsmau. 

My mother! peace 
Is heaven's benignaot answer to the cry 
Of wounded spirits. Wilt thou kneel with meT 

Eimina. Away ! 'tis but for souls unstain'd to wear 
Heaven's tranquil image on their depths. — The stream 
Of my dark thoughts, all brtAen by the storm. 




Reflects but clouds and lightnings ! — Didst thou nfieslt 
Of peace? — 'Tis fled from earth! — but thcrt^ is Jot! 
Wild, troubled joy! — And who shall know, my childl 
It is no happiness t — Why, our own licnrts 
Will keep the secret close! — Joy, joy I if hut 
To leave this desolate city, with its dull 
Slow knells and dirjiea, and fo brcJithc again 
Th' untainted mountain air!— But liuith! the trees* 
The flowers, the waters, must hear naught of this I 
They are full of voices, and will whisper tbings — 
— We 'II apeak of it no more. 

Ximena. Oh ! pitying Heaven ( 

Tliis grief doth shake her reason I 

FAmina {itarling.) Haric ! a step ! 

'Tis — 'tis thy father's — come away — not now-^ 
He must not see us now 1 

Ximena. Why should this ha? 



I 
I 
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Elmna. Bpeak'st tboa Unul 

— I have knelt before thee with that very plflBf 
When it avaii'd me not) — But there are thiogp 
Whose very breathings on the aoul erase 
All record of past k>ve, save the chill aetMCt 
Th' unquiet memory of its wasted faith. 
And vain devotednenl — Ay, they that fix 
ASection'a perfect trust on aught of earth, 
Have many a dream to start froml 

Gonzalei. This b but 

The wildness and the hittemeas of grief. 
Ere yet th' uosettled heart hath closed its long 
Impatient conflicts with a mightier power, 
Which makes all conflicts vain. 

Hark! was there not 

A sound of distant trumpets, far beyond 
The Moorish tents, and of another tone 
Than th' Afric horn, Ximena? 

Ximena. Oh, my fiitherl 

I know that horn too well. — 'Tis but the wind. 
Which, with a sudden risii^, bears its deep 
And savage war-note from us, waftii^ it 
O'er Ihe'&r hills. 

Gonudn. Alas! this woe must be I 

I do but shake my spirit from its height. 
So startling it with hope! — But the dread boor 
^^hall be met bravely still. I can keep down 
Yet for a little while — and Heaven will ask 
No more — the passionate workings of my heart; 
— And thine — Elmina! 

Eimina. 'Tis — I am prepared. 

I have prepared for all. 

Gonxtict. Ctti, well I knew 
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Thou wouidat not fail inel — Not in vain my wml, 
(JpoD thy faith and counige> huth built up 
Unshaken trust. 

Elmina (wildlt/.) Away! — thou know'st rae nolf 
Man dares loo far : his rashness would invest 
This our mortahty with an attribute 
Too high and aivful, boasting that be knows 
One human heart ! 

Gonzalez. These are wild wordu, but yet 
I will not doubt thee! — Hast thou not been found 
Noble in all things, pouring thy soul's light 
Undimm'd o'er every triaH — And, as our fates. 
So must our names be, undivided! — Thine, 
r tb' record of a warrior's life, sliall find 
Its place of stauilcss honour. By his side 

Elmina. May this be borne! — Howmueb of agMij J 
Hath the heart room fort — Sneak to me tn wralh^ : 
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Gonzo/n. I have seen tbee in the boor 

or thy deep spirit's joj, and when the breath 
Of grief hung chilling round thee ; in all chai^, 
Bright health and drooping sickness; hope and fear; 
Youth and decline; but never yet, Elmina 
Ne'er hath thine eye till now stvunk back perturb'd 
With shame or dread, fnnn mine I 

Elmina. Thy glance doth aearch 

A wounded heart too deeply. 

Gonzalez. Hast tbon there 

Aught to conceal? 

Elmina. Who hath not T 

Gonialez. Till this boor 

TTioa never hadst ! — Yet hear me ! — by the firee 
And unattaintcd fame which wraps the dust 
Of thine heroic fathers — 

Elmina. This to me ! 

— Bring your inspiring n'ar-notcs, and your soundi 
Of festal music, round a dying man I 
Will his heart echo them ? — But if thy words 
Were spells, to call up with each lofty tonei 
The grave's most awful spirits, they would stand 
Powerleas, before my anguish! 

Gonzalez. Then, by her. 
Who there looks on thee in the purity 
Of her devoted youth, and o'er whose name 
No blight must fall, and whose pale cheek must ne'er 
Burn with that deeper tinge, caught painfully 
From the quick feeling of dishonour — Speak! 
Unfold this mystery! — By thy sons 

Elmina. My aras! 

And canst tAoH name themT 

Gomudix. Proudly! — Better &r 
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They died with all the promise of their youth, 
And the fair honour of their house upon them. 
Than that with mauhood's high and passionate aoul 
To fearful strength unfolded, they should live, 
Barr'd from the lists of crested chivalry, 
And pining in the silence of a woe, 
Which from the heart shuts daylight — o'er the shame 
Of those who gave them birth! — but fAoucouldstoe'er 
Forget their lofty claims! 

Elmina (wildly.) 'Twas but for them! 

*Twas for them only I — Who shall dare arraign 
Madness of crime!— And he who made us, knows 
There are dark moments of all hearts and lives. 
Which bear down reason! 

Gonzalez. Thou, whom I have loved 

With such high trust, as o'er our nature threw 
A plorv. scarce allow'd: — what ba<it thou done? 
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Gonztdez. Then the gnilt 

Was thine! 

Elmina. — Shall mortal dare to call it gailtl 
I tell thee. Heaven, which made all holy thinga, 
Hade naught more \uAj than the boundleaB lore 
Which filb a mother's heart [ — I say, 'tia woe 
Enough with such en aching tenderness, 
To love aught earthly! — and in vain! in vain I 
— We are preas'd down too sorely I 

Gomalei (in a low demanding voice-) Now mj life 
Is struck to worthless ashest^In my soul 
Suspicion hath ta'en root. The nobleness 
Henceforth is blotted from all human brows, 
And fearful power, a dark and troublona gift, 
Almost like prophecy, is pour'd upon me, 
To read the guilty secrets in each eye 
That once look'd bright with truth! 

— ^Wby then I have gaia'd 
What men call wisdom! — A new sense, to which 
All tales that speak of high fidelity. 
And holy courage, and proud honour, tried, 
Search'd, and found steadfast, even to martyrdom. 
Are food for mockery ! — Why diould I not caA 
From my thinn'd locks the wearing helm at once. 
And in the heavy sickness of my soul 
Throw the sword down for ever? — Is there aught 
In all this world of gilded hollowness, 
Now the bright hues drop off its loveliest things. 
Worth striving for again? 

Ximena. Father! look up! 

Turn unto me, thy child! 

Gontalet, Thy face is fur; 

And hath been unto me, in other dayi) 
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As morning to the joarneyer of the deep; 
But now — 'tis too like hers! 

Elmina (falling at his feet.) Woe, shame and vroe. 
Are on me in their might! — forgive, forgive' 

Gonialez {starting up.) Doth the Moor deem tluit 
/ have part, or share. 
Or counsel in this vilcness^ — Stay me noil 
Let go thy hold — 'tis powerless on me now-^ 
I linger here, while treason ia at work I 

[Exil 6oirxAi.Ka. 

Elmina. Ximcna, dost thou scorn mel 

Ximena. I have found 

In mine own heart too much of feebleness. 
Hid, beneath many foldings, from all eyes 
But His whom naught can blind — to dare do aiu 
But pity thee, dear mother I 
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— Where i> die wanWi handl 
Our steps are in the shadows of the grave, 
Hear us, we perish ! Father, hear, and save I 

If, in the dajt of song. 
The days of gladnea^ we have call'd on thee. 
When mirthful voices rang from sea to aea, 

And joyous hearts were strong; 
Now that alike the feeble and the brave 
Must cry, "We perish!" — Father! hear, and savet 

The days of song are fled I 
The winds come loaded, wafting diige-Dotea by. 
But they (hat linger, soon unmourn'd must die; 

— The dead weep not the deadl 
— Wilt thou forsake us 'midst the stormy waveT 
We rink, we perish! — Father, hear, and save I 

Helmet and lance are dust I 
Is not the strong man wither'd from our eye T 
The arm struck down that held our banners bighf 

— Thine is our spirit's trust I 
Look through the gathering shadows of the gravel 
Do we not perish? — Father, hear and save! ' 

HEaiTARDBz enten. 
Elmina. Why comest thou, man <tf vei^eancel — 
What have I 
To do with theeT — Am I not bow'd enough f 
Thou art no mourner's comforter! 

Hemandei. Thy ^arA 

Hath sent me unto thee. Till this day's task 
Be closed, thou daughter of the feeble heart 1 
He bids tbee seek Um not, but lay thy woea 
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Before Heaven's altar, and in penitence 
Make thy soul's peace with God, 

Elmina. Till this day's task - 

Be closed ! — tlicre is strange triumph in thine ey e * 
Is it tli:it I have fallen from that high place 
Whereon I stood in fanieT — But I can feel 
A wild and bitter pride in thus being past 
The power of tliy dark glance! — My spirit now 
Is wound about bv one sole mighty grief; 
Thy scorn hath lost its sting. — Thou may'st reproach — • 

Ilernandei. I come not to reproach thee. Heaven 
doth work 
By many agencies; and in its hour ^* 

There is no insect which the summer breeze 
From the green k';if shakes trembling, but may serve 
ccp unsearchable purposes, as well 
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Of vei^eance wakeful in each other*! hearti 
E'en with th; children's tale) 

Ximena. Peace, father I peace I 

Behold, she nolnl — the stonn hath done iti work 
Upon the broken reed. Oh ! lend thine aid 
To bear her hence. [^^^ 'sad her momf. 



Scene — A Stn^ in Valentia. Several Grovpi of 
Citixene and Seldiert, many of them lying on the 
ttept of a Church. Amu tcattertd on the ground 

around them. 

An old Citizen. The air is sultTy, as with thnu* 
der-ciouds. 
I left my desolate home, that I might breathe 
More freely in heaven's face, but my heart feels 
With this hot gloom o'erburthen'd. 1 have now 
No sons to tend me. Which of you, kind friends. 
Will bring the old man vrater from the fount, 
To moisten hb parch'd UpT [A Citizen goes out. 

Second Citizen. This wasting siege. 

Good Father Lopez, hath gone hard with you I 
'TIS sad to hear no voices through the house. 
Once peopled with fair sons ! 

Third CUiien. Why, better thus. 

Than to be haunted with their famish'd cries. 
E'en in your very dreams! 

Old Citizen. Heaven's will be done I 

These nre dark times! I have not been alone 
In my affliction. 

T^ird Citizen (with bittemeu.) Why, we have bat 

this thought 
VoL.m. 30 
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Left for our gloomy comfort I — And 'tis well! 

Ay, ict Ihe lialatice be awhile struck even 

Between the noble's palace, and the hut 

Where the worn peiisjint sickens! — They that bear 

The humble dead unhonour'd to their homes, 

Pa-ss now i' th' street no lordly bridal train. 

With its exulting music; and the wretch 

Who on the marble steps of some proud haU 

Flings himself down to die, in his last need 

And agony of famine, doth behold 

No scornful guests, with their long purple robes 

To the banquet sweeping by. Why, this is just! 

These are the days when pomp is made to feel 

Its human mould ! 

Fourth Citizen. Heard you last night the sound 

f Saint lago's hell I — How sullenly 

rom the i 
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Bu^i at the price of his fair children's blood, 
A few more days of pining wretchedneai 
For this forsaken cityl 

Old Citixen. Doubt it not 1 

— But with that ransom he may purchase still 
Deliverance for the land!— And yet 'tis sad 
To think that such a race, with all its famei 
Should paM away! — For she, his daughter too, 
Moves i^on earth as same bright thing whose time 
To Bi^oum there is short. 

Fiflk Cituen. Then woe for us 

When she is gone! — Her voice— the very sound 
Of her soft step was comfort as ^e moved 
Through the still house of mourning ! — Who like ber 
Shall give us hope again? 

Old Citixen. Be still! she comes, 

And with a mien bow changed! — A hurrying step 
And a flush'd cheek !— What may this bode T— Be still I 

XiMEiiA enters, with AucndanU carrying a Banner. 

Ximena. Men of Valencia I in an hour like this, 
What do ye hereT 

A Ciiim. We die! 

Ximena. Brave men die now 

Girt for the toil, as travellers suddenly 
By (he dark night o'ertaken on their way ! 
These days require such death! — It is too much 
Of luxury for our wild and angry times. 
To fold the mantle round us and to sink 
From life, as flowers that shut up silently. 
When the sun's heat doth scorch them ! — Hear ye Doti 

A Citizen. lady! what wouldst thou with uaf 

)Gmena. Kise and arm I 
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E'en now the children of your chief are led 
Forth by the Moor to perish I — Shall this be? 
Shall the high somid of such a name be hush'd, 
r th' land to whidi for ages it hath been 
A battle-word, as -'twere some passing note 
Of shepherd music? — Must this work be done. 
And ye lie pitiing here, as men in whom 
The pulse which God hath made for Doble thought 
Can so be thrill'd no longer? 

Cithena. 'Tis even sol 

Sickness, and toil, and grief, have breathed upon lu. 
Our hearts beat faint aod low. 

Ximcna. Are ye so poor 

Of soul, my countrymen ! that ye can draw 
Strength from no deeper source than that which sends 
The red blood mantling through the joyous veins, 
ff? — Why, how have a 
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Wastii^ the vomaniah heart, which miut be itiUM 
Yet sooner for its swift consuming brightnesif 
If not to abame your doubt, and your despair. 
And your soul's torporT — Yet, arise and armi 
It may not be too late. 

A Citixen. Why, what are we. 

To cope with bootsT— Thus laint, and worn, and few, 
O'ernumber'd and forsaken, ts't for us 
To stand against the mighty T 

Xtntena. And for whom 

Hath He, who shakes the mighty with a breath 
From their high places, made the fearfulness, 
And ever-wakeful presence trf his power, 
To the pale startled earth most manifest. 
But for the weak T— Was't for the helm'd and crown'd 
That suns were stay'd at noonday? — Stormy seas 
As a rill parted? — Mail'd archangels sent 
To wither up the strength of kings with death? 
— I tell you, if these marvels have been done 
"Twas for the wearied and the oppressed of men. 
They needed such! — And generous faith hath power 
By her prevailing spirit, e'en yet to work 
Deliverances, whose tale shall live with liwse 
Of the great elder time! — Be of good heartl 
Who is forsaken? — He that gives the thought 
A place within his breast! — 'Tis not for you. 
— Know ye this banner? 

Citiseni {tnurmuring to each other.) Is she not 
inspired ? 
Doth not Heaven call us by her fer\'ent voice T 

Ximena. Know ye this banner ? 

Citixent. 'T is the CM's. 

Ximtma. The Cid*i! 
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Who breathes that najne but in th' exulting tone 
Which the heart rings to? — Why, the very wind. 
As it Hwells out the noble •taniiard's fold. 
Hath a triumphant sound! — The Cid'si! — it moved 
Even as a agn of victory through the lan<l. 
From the free skies ne'er stooping to a foe! 

Old CUnen. Can yc still pause, my bretbrco I — 
Oh ! that youth 
Through this worn frame were kiodling oiice again 1 

Ximena. Ye linger still! — Upon this very air. 
He (hat was born in happy hour for Spain {6) 
Pour'd forth his conquering spirit ! — 'T was the brecxe 
From your own mountains which came down to wave 
Thi> banner of his battles, as it droop'd 
Above the champion's death-bed. Nor even theo 
Its tale of glory closed. — They made no monn 
O'er the dead hero, and so dtr^e was sung, (7) 
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The warrior saint that keeps the watch for Spauit 
Was aroi'd betiinest — And o'er that 6ery field 
The Gd'a high banner stream'd all joyously. 
For still its lord was there ! 

Citizens {rinng tumiJtuoutty.) Even unto dea& 
Again it shall he follow'dt 

Ximena, Will he see 

The noble stem hewn down, the beacon-light 
Which his high house for ages o'er the land 
Hath shme through cloud and storm, thus quencb'd 

at onceT 
Will be not aid bis children, in the hour 
Of this their uttermost peril T — Awful power 
Is with the holy dead, and there are times 
When the tomb hath no chain they cannot burst I 
— Is it a thing forgotten, bow he woke 
From its deep rest of old, remembering Spain 
In her great danger? — At the night's mid-walcb 
How Leon started, when the sound was heard 
That shook her dark and hoi low -echoing streets, 
As with the heavy tramp of steel-clad men. 
By thousands marching through ! — For be bad risak! 
The Campeador was on bis march again. 
And in his arms, and followed by his hosts 
Of shadowy spearmen ! — He had left the world 
From which we are dimly parted, and gone forth 
And cali'd his buried warriors from their sleep. 
Gathering them round him to deliver Spain ; 
For Afric was upon her! — Morning broke — 
Day rush'd through clouds of battle; but at eve 
Our God had triumph'd, and the rescued land 
Sent up a shout of victory from the 6eld, 
That lock'd her ancient mouataios. 
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The Citizens. Arm! to annst 

On to our chief! We have strength within lu yet 
To (lie with our blood roused ! Now, be ihv word. 
Fur the Cld's house '■ [7'Aey begin to arm thoHselKet. 

Ximena. Ye know his battle-song. 

The old rude strain wherewith his bands went forth 
To strike down Faynim swords! (She tings.) 

THE CID'S battle SOHO. 

The Moor is on his way ! 
With the tambour-peal and the tecbir-<lK)ut> 
And the horn o'er the blue seas rin^ng out, 

Fie hath marshall'd his dark array ! 

Shout through the vine-clad land .' 
That her sons on all their hills may hear. 
And sharpen the point of the red wolf-spear, 

And the aword for the brave nan'a band I 
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And ftay the fiiDeral-train ! 
KA the chaotcd man be huah'd awhile, 
And the bier laid down io the holj aisle, 

And the mourners girt for Spain ! 

{They take up the banner and follow Ximbha out 
TVtr voices are heard gradually dying awajf at a 
distance.) 

Ere night, must swords be red I 
It is not an hour for knells and tears. 
But for helmets braced, and serried spearal 
To-morrow for the dead! 

The Cid Is in array 1 
His steed is barb'd, bis plume wares high. 
His banner ia up in the sunny sky. 

Now, joy for the Cros to-day! 

SceM—T7u WalU of the City. The Plain beneath, 
with the Moorish Camp and Army. 

GoHZAtBZ, GaRCIAS, HBRirARDBZ. 

(jf wdd *ound of Jtloorish music heard from belou.) 
Hernandez. What notes are these, in their deep 
mournful neas 
So strai^ely wildT 

Garcias. 'Tin the shrill melody 

or the Moor's ancient death-song. Well I know 
The rude barbaric sound : but, till this hour. 
It seem'd not fearful. Now, a sfauddering chill 
Comes o'er me with its tones. — Lo! frwn yon tent 
They lead the noble boys! 

Hemandex. The young, and pure. 
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And beautiful rictims ! — 'T w on things like these 
Wc cast our hearts in wild idolatry, 
Solving the wiods with hope ! — ^Vet this a wcIL 
'I'hu^ brightly crown'd with life's moat gorgeou 

JlowerB. 
And all unbletnish'd, earth should ofller Up 
HtT treasures unto heaveo ! 

Garcias (to Gomalet.) My chief, the Moor 
Hath led your children forth. 

GonzaJei {starting.) Are my sons thereT 

I knew they could not perlih; for yon heaven 
Would ne'er behold it!— Where ia he that said 
1 w;is no more a father? — They look changed — 
Pallid and worn, as from a prison -house t 
Or is 't mine eye sees dimly ! — But their stups 
Seem heavy, as with pain — I hear the clank — 
nv, HnAi *>■»:,• iimiw AM r^H^^Ai 
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Mdvllah. Nay, ii it not thyself 

That hast do mercy and no love within theet 
These are thy sons, the nurslings of thy house; 
Speak ! must they live or die ? 

Gonxalei (in violent emotion.) Ii it Heaven's will 
To try the dust it kindles for a day. 
With inluiite agony! — How have 1 drawn 
This chastening on my head I — They bloom'd around 

me, 
KoA my heart grew too fearlett in its joy. 
Glorying in their bright promise!— If we fall. 
Is there no pardon for our fecblene«T 

{Hernandez, vnthout ipeaking, hddt up a Cnu 
before him.) 

Abdullah. Speak I 

Gonzalex {^matching the Crott, and lifting ii ip.) 
Let the earth be shaken throi^h its depths, 
But this must triumph t 

Abdullah (coldly.) Be it as thou wilt. 
•^Unsheath the scimetar! [7b Au Guerdi, 

Garciat {to Gonzalex.) Away, my chief! 
This is your place no longer. There are thii^ 
No human heart, though battle-proof as yours, 
Unmadden'd may sustain. 

Gonzala. Be still! I have now 

No place on earth but this! 

Alphonio {from beneath.) Men! give roe way, 
That I may speak forth ooce before I die! 

Garciaa. The princely boy! — How gallantly his 
brow 
Wears its high nature in the face of death I 

MphonMo. Father ! 
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GomtJez. My son! my son! — mine eldest-bora I 

Alphonao. Slay but up<»i the ramparbl — Fear 
thou not — 
There is good courage ia me: oht my fatberl 
I will not shame thee I — only let roe fall 
Knowing thine eye looks proudly on thy child. 
So shall my heart have strenglh. 

Gonzalez. Wotild, would to God, 

Th.-tt I might die for thee, my noble boy I 
AlphoDso, my fair son! 

Mlphonso. Could I have hved, 

I might have been a warrior! — Now, farewelll 
But look upon mc still I — 1 will not blench 
When the keen eabre flashes. — Mark me well! 
Mine eyelid shall not quiver aa it falls. 
So thou wilt look upon me! 

Carcias (to Gontalta..) NaT. mT lordl 



>- -l--- 
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— Then teema a fearful hush upon the air. 
As 'twere the dead of night ! 

Garcias. The hosts have ckaed 

Around the spot in stillnes. Through the spears. 
Ranged thick and motionlesi, I see htm not ; 

— But DOW' 

Gonxalet. He hade me keep mine eye upon him. 
And all is darkness round me! — NowT 

Garcias. A sword, 

A sword, springs upward, like a lightning burst. 
Through the dark serried mass! — Its cold blue glare 
Is wavering to and fro— 'tis vanish'd — hark! 

Gonzala. I heard it, yes I — I heard the duU dead 
sound, 
That heavily broke the silence! — IKdst thoospeakt 
—I lost thy words — come nearer! 

Garcias. 'Twas — 'tis pasti — 

The sword fell tAen/ 

ffemancfei {with exultation.) Flow forth, tboa 
noble blood I 
Fount of Spain's ransom and deliverance, flow 
Uncheck'd and brightly forth I — Thou kingly stream! 
Blood of our heroes I blood of martyrdom t 
Which through so many warrior-hearts bast ponHd 
Thy fiery currents, and hast made our bills 
Free, by thine own free oSering! — Bathe the land! 
But there tbou shalt not sink! — Our very ur 
Shall take thy colouring, and our loaded skies. 
O'er tb' infidel hang dark and ominous. 
With battle-hues of thee!— And thy deep Toice 
Rising above them to the judgment-seat 

VoL.m. 31 
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Shiill call a burst of gather'd vengeance down. 
To sweep th' oppressor from us! — For thy wave 
Ilalli made his guilt run o'er! 

Gonzales (endeavouring to rouse himself.) 'Tis all 
a dream ! 
There is not one — no hand on earlli could Iiitrm 
Thill fair boy's grace/ul head ! — Why, look you thus ! 

Mdtdlah {pointing to Carlos.) Qiristian ! e'en yet 
thou hast a son ! 

Gonzalez. E'en yet! 

Carlos. My father ! take mc from these fearful men I 
Wilt thou not save me, father? 

Gonzalei {attempting to unsHeath his noord.) Is 
the strength 
From nune arm shiver'dT Garcias, follow met 

Garcias. Whither, my chiefl 

r:^^.»jt~ itrK^ w» >■«•. Ai^ » i»>n 
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XiMiRA enten, fallowed ftyCiTizcirs, wiih the Banner. 

JRmena. b it too late T — My iiither, these are men 
Through life and death prepared to follow thee 
Beneath this hannerl — Is their zeal too latet 
— Oh ! there's a fearrul history on thy brow 1 
What hast thou seent 

Garciat. It is not o^/ too late. 

Ximena. Hy brothers! 

Hernandez. AU is well. 

(7*0 Gahcias.) Hush! would'st thou chill 
That which hath sprung within them, as a flame 
FnMn th' altar-embers mounts in sudden brigbtnenT 
I say, 'tis not too late, ye men of Spain! 
On to the rescue! 

Xmena. Bless me, oh, my father! 

And I will hencci to aid thee with my prayers. 
Sending my spirit with thee through the stonn. 
Lit up by flashily swords! 

Gonialei (/ailing on her necA.) Hath aught been 
spared T 
Am I not all bereft T— Thou 'rt left me stiU I 
Mine own, my loveliest one, thou'rt left me still I 
Farewell! — thy lather's blessing, and thy God's, 
Be with thee, my Ximena. 

Ximena. Fare thee well I 

If, ere thy steps turn homeward from the field. 
The voice is hudi'd that still hath welcomed thee, 
Think of me in thy victory ! 

Hernandez. Peace! no morel 

This is no time to melt our nature down 
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To a soft stream of tears. — Be of fltrofig heaitt 
Give me the banner I Swell the so^ again I 

THK CITIZBSS. 

Ere night, must swords be redl 
It U not an hour for knells and tears. 
But for helmets braced and serried spears! 

To-morrow for the dead ! [Exevnt oautet. 



Scene — Before the Altar of a Ckitrck. 
Eh-KiKA risea from the ttept of the MUtr. 

Elmina. The clouds arc fearful that o'erbang tixj 
ways, 
Oh, thou mysterious Heaven! — It cannot be 
That I have drawn the Tiak of thy wratl^ 
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FrtHD the dull munniir of th' unquiet voice, 
With ila low ttJcens of mortality, 
Till mj heart fainted 'midst their smiles ! — tbeir sD^etl 
— Where are those glad looks nowT — Could they go 

down 
With all their jc^oua light, that seetn'd not earth's, 
To the cold grave T — My children! — Righteous Hea- 
ven! 
There floats a dark remembrance o'er my brain 
Of one who told me, with relentless eye. 
That this should be the hourt 

XiMERA enters. 

Ximena. They are gone forth 

Unto the rescue — stnmg in heart and hope. 
Faithful, though few! — My mother, let thy prayers 
Call on the hind's good saints to lift once more 
The sword and cross that sweep the field for Spain, 
As in old battle; so thine anna e'en yet 
May clasp thy sons I — For me, my part is done I 
The flame, which dimly might have linger'd yet 
A little while, bath gatber'd all its rays 
Br^htly to nnk at once ! and it is well ! 
The shadows are around me; to thy heart 
Fold me, that I may die. 

Elmina. My child! — What dream 

b on thy soulT — E'en now thine aq>ect wears 
Life's brightest int^iration! 

Ximena. Death's ! 

Elmina. Away I 

Thine eye hath starry clearness, and thy cheek 
Doth glow beneath it with a richer hue 
Than ting'd its earlier flower! 
81 • 
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Ximena. It well may be 1 

Tiicrc are fur deeper and far wurtner buea 
Than those which ^w their colouring Iroin the CoiuitB 
Of youth, or health, or hope. 

FJmina. Nay. speak not thttc: 

There 's that about thee abiniDg which would aend i 
E'cii through my heart a »uniiy glow of joy, 
Wer't not for these sad words. The dim cold air 
Atid solemn light, which wrap these tombs and abnnes 
As a pale gleaming shroud, seem kindled up 
With a young spirit of ethereal hope 
Caught from thy mien I — Oh nol this is not death! 

Ximena. Why should not He, whose touch dis- 
solves our chain, 
Put on his rohes of beauty when he comes 
As a deliverer? — He hath many forms. 
They should not all be fearful I — If his call 
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Aad jet I fear not, for the God of Help 
Comes in that quiet darknen! — It may notbe 
Thy woea, my mother, if 1 tell thee now, 
With what glad calmnen I behold the veil 
Falling between me and the world, wherein 
Uy heart w ill hath rested. 

Elmina. Thine I 

Ximena. Rejoice 

For her, that, when the garland of her life 
Was blighted, and the springs of hope were dried, 
Received her summons hence ; and had no time, 
Bearing the canker at th' impatient heart. 
To wither, sorrowing for that gift of Heaven, 
Which lent one moment of existence light. 
That dimm'd the rest for ever I 

Etmina. How is thist 

My child, what meao*st thouT 

Ximena. Bother, I have loved, 

And been beloved! — the sunbeam of an hour, 
Which gave life's hidden treasures to mine eye, 
As they lay shining in their secret founts. 
Went out, and left them colourless. — Tis past — 
And what remains on earth T — the rainbow mist. 
Through which I gazed, hath melted, and my nght 
Is clear'd to look on all things as they are! 
— But this is far too [Doumful ! — Life's dark gift 
Hath fallen too early and too cold upon met 
— Therefore I would go hence ! 

Elmina. And thou hast loved 

Unknown 

Ximena. Oh! pardon, pardon that I veil'd 
Hy thoughts (torn thee! — But thou hodrt woes 
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Snuna (exultingly.) Be tbou glad I 

1 say, rejoice above thy favon^d child 1 
Jo; for the soldier, when hit field ia fought; 
Joy for the peasant, when his vintage-taak 
Is closed at eve I — But most of all for her. 
Who, when her life changed its gUttering robes 
For the dull garb of sorrow, which doth cling 
So heavily around the joumeyers (Xi, 
Cast down its weight — and slept I 

Elmina. Alas! thine eye 

Is wandering — yet bow brightly 1 — la this death. 
Or some high wondrous vinonT-^Speak. my child! 
How is it with thee now? 

Ximena (tmldly.) I see it still I 
Tia floating, like a glorious cloud on high, 
My father'a banner! — Hear'st thou not a sound t 
The trumpet of Castile T — Praise, praise to Heaven 1 
■^Now may the weary rest I — Be still ! — Who calls 
The night so fearful T [She dia. 

Elmina. No I she is not dead I 

— Ximenal spealc to me! — Oh! yet a tone 
From that sweet voice, that I may gather in 
One more remembrance of its lovely sound 
Ere the deep silence fall! — Whatl is all hush'dl 
— No, no! — it cannot be! — How should we bear 
The dark mi^vinga of our aouls, if Heaven 
Left not such beings with us? — But is this 
Her wonted loukT — too sad a quiet lies 
On its dim fearful beauty! — Speak, Ximenal 
Speak! — my heart dies within mc! — She ia gone» 
With all her blessed smiles! — My child! my childl 
Where art thou t — Where la that which answer'd me. 
From tby soft-shining eyes! — Hush! doth she moveT 
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Eltmna. Hadbt tliou seen 

The look with which she paas'dl 

Gonzalez {still bending over her.) Why, *tis abnost 
Like joy to view thy beautiful repose I 
The faded image of that perfect calm 
Floats, e'en as long-forgotten music, back 
Into my weary heart! — No dark wild spot 
On thy clear brow doth tell of bloody hands 
That quench'd young life by violence! — We have seen 
Too much of horror, in one crowded hour, 
To weep for aught, so gently gathered hence! 
— Oh f man leaves other traces I 

Elmina (starting suddenly.) It returns 
On my bewilder'd soul! — Went ye not forth 
Unto the rescue? — And thou'rt here alone! 
^ Where are my sons? 

Gonzalez (solemnly.) We were too late I 

Elmina. Too late! 

Hast thou naught else to tell me? 

Gonzalez. I brought back 

From that last field the banner of my sires. 
And my own death-wound. 

Elmina. Thine ! 

Gonzalez. Another hour 

Shall hush its throbs for ever. I go hence. 
And with me 

Elmina. No! — Man covld not lift his hands^ 
Where hast thou left thy sons? 

Gonzalez. I have no sons. 

Elmina. What hast thou said? 

Gonzalez. That now there lives not one 

To wear the glory of mine ancient bouse. 
When I am gone to rest. 
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I Ian •tood upon tfiat verge whence mortak &11, 
And learnM bow 'tb with <xie wIiom nght grows dfan. 
And wboM foot tremblea on the goITt dark nde. 
— Death purifies all feelii^ — We will part 
In pitj and in love. 

Blmina. Deathi — And thou too 

Art on thy way I — Ob, joj for tbee, high heart I 
Glorr and jay for theel — The day ia closed. 
And well and nobly hast tfaon b(»ne thyself 
Through its long battle>t(Mls, though many swords 
Have enter'd thine own sonlt — But <» my bead 
Recoil the fierce invokings of despair, 
And I am left far distanced in the race, 
l%e lonely (Hie of earth! — Ay, this is just: 
I am not worthy that upon my breast 
In this, tbine hour of victory, thou dwoldrt yield 
Thy spirit unto God. 

GoMialoL. Thou art! thou art! 

Oh I a life's k)ve, a heart's long faithfulness, 
E'en in the presence c^ eternal things 
Wearing their ctuuten'd beauty all nndimm'd* 
Assert tbeir lofty claims; and these are not 
For one dark hour to cancel! — We are here 
Before that altar which recnved the vows 
Of our unbroken youth, and meet it is 
For nicb a witness in tbe sight of Heaven, 
And in tbe face of death, whose shadowy arm 
Cotnes dim between us, to r^;ard th' exchange 
Of our tried hearts' forgiveness — who are they. 
That in oae path have joomey'd, needii^ not 
Forgivenen at its close T 

(A Citizen mttn ktutHy.) 

Citneii. Tbe Moors! die libonl 
TouIIL — as 
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Doth dumber at our feet!— M7 blened cMdt 
Ob! in thy heart's affliction thou wert stroi^. 
And holy courage did pervade thy woe, 
As l^bt the troubled waters! — Be at peace! 
Thou whose br^ht spirit made itself the soul 
Of all that were around thee ! — And thy life 
E'en then was struck, and withering at the corel 
— Farewell! — Thy parting look hath on me kli^. 
E'en as a gleam of heaven, and I am now 
Bfore like what thou hast been ! — My soul is burii'd. 
For a still sense of purer worlds hath sunk 
And settled on its depths with that last smile 
Which from thine shone forth. — Thou hast not lived 
In vain — my child, farewell! 

Gonxalex. Surely for thee 

Death had no sting, Ximena! — We are blest. 
To learn one secret of the shadowy past. 
From such an aspect's calmnen. Yet once more 
I kiss thy pale young cheek, my broken flower I 
In token of th' undying love and hope. 
Whose land is far away. [ExamL 



Scene— 1^ Wdh o/* the City. 
Hbrnaiidez. — A few CithxTu gatiertd round km. 

Hernandez. Why, men have cast the treamrot, 
which their lives 
Had been worn down in gathering, on the pyre, 
Ay, at their household hearths have lit the brand, 
Ev'n from that shrine of quiet love to bear 
The flame which gave their temples and their honie% 
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Voke {from the tower.) Line after line of wftaxt, 
'Lance after lance, upon the horizon's verge, 
Like festal lights from cities borsting up, 
Doth akirt the plains! — in faith, a noble boat! 

Another Voice. The Moor hath torn'd him from 
our walls, to front 
Th* advancing might of Spain I 

Citixent {thouHiig.) Ckstilel C^iAilel 

(Gonzalez entert, supported btfEuani. and a Citiam, 
Oonzalex. What ahonts of joy are these 1 
Hemandei. Hail, chieftain I hail I 

Thus ev'n in death 'tis given thee to receive 
The COTiqueror's crown ! — Behold our God hath heard 
And arm'd himself with vengeance! — Lo! they comet 
The lances of C^tile ! 

Gonxalex. I knew, I knew 

Thou wouldst not utterly, my God, forsake 
Thy servant in bis need! — My blood and tears 
Have not sunk vainly to th' attesting earth I 
Praise to thee, tbaaks and praise, that I have lived 
To see this hour! 

Elmina. And I too bless thy name, 

Though thoa bast proved me unto agony I 
Oh God I — thou God of chastenii^l 

Voice (from the tower.) They move ont 

I see the royal banner in the air, 
' With its emblazon'd towers! 

Gonzalez. Go, brii^ ye forth 

The banner of the Gd, and plant it here. 
To stream above me for an answering ngn 
That the good cross doth hold its kifty place 
Within Valencia still I— What see ye nowT 
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Jhak, to it* naiTOW boon beneath I 

Soul, to its place oo high I 
They that have Ken thy look io death. 

No more may fear to die. 

Elmitta (to Gohzalez.) It a the death-hymn o'er 
thy daughter's bier! 
— But I am calm, and e'en like gentle winds. 
That music, through the stillnea of my heart, 
Sends mournful peace. 

GoHzo/ez. Oh I well those solemn tooe* 

Accord with such an hour, for all her life 
Breathed of a hero's soul 1 
{A taund of trtai^tett amd akontii^ Jrmn tie plain. 

Hemandei, Now, now they ckiael — Hark I what 
a dull dead sound 
Is in the Moorish war-shoot!— -I hare known 
Such tones prophetic oA, — The shock is given — 
Lo ! they have placed their diields before their heart*. 
And lower'd their lances with the streamers oo. 
And on their steeds bent forward !— God fi>r Spain I 
The firat br^ht iparks of battle have been stmck 
From apear to ^>ear, across the gleaming field 1 
— There is no sight on which the blue sky looks 
To match with thisi— Tis not the gallant crests. 
Nor banoen with their glwious blaKonry; 
The very nature and high sonl of man 
Doth now reveal itself I 

Gontala, Oh, raise me ap. 

That I may look upon the noble scene I 
— It will not be!— That this dull mist woold paa 
A mraoent from my s^ I— Whence nae Oat ihoat^ 
Am in fierce trinmphT 
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Hemandm (clasping kit Aoadli.) Moat t laofc'os 
this? 
The banner sinks — 'tis taken! 

Gonzalez. Wbooe t 

Hernandez. CaatUc't ! 

Gomalez. Oh, God of battles I 

Elmina. Calm tb; noble bearl I 

Tliou wilt not pass away without thy meed. 
Nay, rest thee on my bosom. 

Hernandez. Cheer thoe yet! 

Our knights have spurr'd to rescue- — There is now 
A whirl, a mingling of all terrible things, 
Yet more appalling than the fierce distinctnen 
Wherewith they moved before! — I see tall pluiDM 
All wildly tossing o'er the battle's tide, 
Sway'd by the wrathful motion, and the prea 
or desperate men, as cedar-boughs by storms. 
Many a white streamer there is dyed with hloodr 
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Where, like a itonD-rell'd mut, our ilBiidard nnk. 
The heart of bsttie hams. 

Omaalex. Where ti that tpoti 

Henumdet. It b heoeath the looely tuft of palnw. 
That lift their green heads o'er the tumult still. 
In calm and stately grace. 

GonsaUu ITtere, didst thoa sajT 

Then God is with us, and we mutt prevail I 
For OD that spot they died! — My children's hlood 
Calls on the avenger thence I 

Elmina. They perish'd there I 

— And the bright locks that waved h> joyously 
To the free winds, lay trampled and defiled 
Ev'n on that place of death! — Oh, Merciful I 
Hush the dark thought within me! 

Hemandex (with tudden exultation.) Who b be. 
On the white steed, and with the castled helra. 
And the gold brmder'd mantle, which doth float 
E'en like a sunny cloud ahove the fight; 
And the pale cron, which from his breast-plate gleam* 
With star-like radiance t 

Gonzo/ez {eagerly.) Didst thou say the cross T 

Hernandez. On his mail'd bosom shhtes a broad 
white cross. 
And his long plumage throu^ the darkening air 
Streams like a snow-wreath. 

Gontalez. That dionld be— 

Hemandn. The kii^t 

— Was it not told us bow he sent, of late. 
To the (Id's tomb, e'en for the silver cross. 
Which he who slumbers there was wont to bind 
O'er hu brave heart in fight T (9) 

Qimxaiez (^nging t^jojifkUy.) My kii^l o^kingt 
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Now nil good saintu for Spain I — My noble Idngl 
And thou art there! — Thai I might lorik once mors 
Upon thy face! — But yet I thank thcp, Heaven! 
That thou hast sent him, Irom my dying hands 
Thus to receive his city! 

[He tinks back into Et.iirifA'3 arnu. 

Hemandei. He hath clear'd 

A pathway 'midst the combat, und the light 
Follows his charge through yon close living maaa 
E'en as the gleam on some proud \essers wake 
Along the stormy waters! — 'Tis redeem'd — 
The castled banner! — It is flung once more, 
In joy and glory, to the sweeping winds! 
■ — There seems a ivavering through the paynim bost^^ 
Gistile doth press them sore — Now, now rejoice) 

Gonsalez. What bast tiiou seen? 

Hernandez. Abdullah Talis! He f^bl 
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Gome with me forth, for I must greet mj Idiig, 
After his battle-field I 

Htmandez. Oh, blest in death I 

Chosen of Heaven, farewell ! — Look on the Cross, 
And part from earth in peace I 

Gonzalez. Now charge once more! 

God is with Spain, and Santiago's sword 
Is reddening aU the air!— Shout forth -Castile!' 
The day is ours! — I go! — but fear ye not! 
For Afric's lance is broken, and my sons 
Have won their first good field ! [Ht dies. 

Elmincu Look on me yet! 

Speak one farewell, my husband! — must thy voice 
Enter my soul no more? — Thine eye is fix'd — 
Now is my life uprooted, — and 'tis well. 

{A Sound of triumphant music is heard ^ and many 
Castilian Knights and Soldiers enter,) 

A Citizen. Hush your triumphal sounds, although 
ye come 
E'en as deliverers! — But the noble dead. 
And those that mourn them, claim from human hearts 
Deep silent reverence. 

Elmina (rising proudly.) No : swell forth, Castile I 
Thy trumpet-music, till the seas and heavens. 
And the deep bilk, give every stormy note 
Echoes to ring through Spain ! — How, know ye not 
That all array'd for triumph, crown'd and robed 
With the strong spirit which hath saved the land, 
Ev'n now a conqueror to his rest is gone ? 
— Fear not to break that sleep, but let the wind 
Swell on with victory's shout T — th will not hear — 
Hath earth a sound more sadT 
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!■ ier deep heart lh| 
*»« '"J Toiad h, 
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NotbI. 

Mountain ChriitiaiiH, tboae nutiTcs of Spnin, wbo, lll>d«r their 
prince, I'elifo, took refufre iniong the mountaitu erf" the northern 
provinceg, where Ihej maintained their religion and liberty, 
while the rest oT Ihcir country was overrun by the HooriL 

Note 3. 

Ok, free dolh somnc pa*M, ^• 

Fre; geht du UnirlDck durch die gmte Erda. 

SrMUer'i Death of tl'iiUenilnn, Act iv. k. X 

Notb3. 
Tiiona, the fire-brand. The name ofthe Cid'itnvooriteawordi 
taken in battle from the Moorish king Bucar. 

Note 4. 
Hme he loon Valencia /rtm the Moor, (fv. 
Valencia, u-hich hai been repeotedij brsief^, and taken bjr 
the armies of difTerent nation*, remained in the poicwion of 
the Moors for an hundred and seventy years after the Cid'e 
death. It Has refrained from tlicm by Kin^ Don Jaynie, of 
ArtKon, aumimcd the Conqueror; after whoae (ucceei I bavo 
ventured to auppose it governed by a deacendant of the Cam- 
peador. 

Note 5. 

It wan a Spanish tradition, that the great bell of the Ctihednl 

of SaraguM alwaye tolled apootaneouily belbn a king of Spain 



lltia ciicaiDsUDce is record 
last of that iiune. He sent 
which tlMt warrior wu Bccni 
when he went to battle, and ha 
"becatue of the faith wbicb he 
ofaUin the victorj." Svaihof't 
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